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Religious rbrut
If you went to a Catholic grade school you can probably remember the Sisters
reading to you stories of the lives of the saints. It seems to me that they used to

begin something like this:

“Once upon a time, in the little town of Assisi, there

lived a little boy named Francis. After Francis grew up, he made up his mind that
he loved Our fed more than anything else, so he . . . etc, etc.” Really, it’s a
charming way of telling the story to children: it illustrates what St. Paul wrote
to the Corinthians:

“When

I was a child, I talked like a child.”

Then too, you probably remember the holy pictures the nuns used to give you.
St. Francis a fare quite often on them, too. Usually he was pictured preaching,
with an angelic smile, to a flock of birds; there generally were seraphs and cherubs
dim ling around the corners of the picture. ‘This, too, is charming: it too illustrates
St. Paul’s expression.
But if today you bought a life of St. Francis which purported to be a
serious biography and discovered that it began: “Once upon a time, in the town
of Assisi, there lived a little boy named Francis. When
Francis grew up . . . etc.”
you would probably be somewhat taken aback. You might even demand your
money back! For what adult would want to read (much less, pay for) such a
diluted version of the life of the great stigmatic and founder of the Franciscan
order. “. . . Since I have become a man, I have outgrown childish ways.”
Suppose that, as you are taking that book up to the manager to demand your
refund, you spy a statue of St. Francis among the objects (d’art and otherwise)
which says fill a Catholic book shop. You determine immediately to go up and
comfort the poor fellow about the treatment he got in your recent purchase. But
as you draw closer, it suddenly dawns on you that this St. Francis would fit right
in with the style of your book — he’d be at home in that childish atmosphere.
What could be more fitting than a child’s holy picture in a child’s book? And
this statue looks just like those grade school holy cards. Only now it isn’t so charming — this is evidently meant to be purchased by some adult; adults in children’s
clothes would be droll, but I doubt that they would be charming. So it is with
art which is supposed to please adults but which possesses only childish appeal.
Let’s examine it for a moment: the washed-out colors of blue bird, habit,
eyes and lips, the gentle swish of his stance, and his sweet, sweet smile all conspire
to make this St. Francis a namby-pamby piece of junk.
None of us expects to find adult books written in the same style as children’s
books; why are we not so discriminating about statues and paintings? Do we
Catholics even realize that we have never grown up artistically? It seems to me
that on the whole we have not. It also seems to me that Catholic college students
should be at least aware that the great mass of pictures and statues which fill our
home and our churches are definitely second-rate art. And why should the Church
that Christ founded — which has been the inspiration of the grestest works of
arts, and the patron of the greatest artists, of western civilization — now be
inundated with sickly, sentimental “art.”
In the Albert Emmanuel Library there is a magazine called LITURGICAL
ARTS, published every month by a society which is trying to improve the quality
of the art that fills our churches. Just glancing through it would have a wholesome
effect on anyone’s powers of appreciation, especially if those powers are long unused,
as 1s the case with most of us. T'ry it!
—Puitie

Page 2

GLEASON.

The Exponent

THE

UNIVERSITY

OF

DAYTON

Expfeonent
VOL. XLVIII—No.

7

NOVEMBER,

SHADOW

RIVER

1950

INCIDENT

By James Cooney
@ Steve

Hartman,

United

States

Forest Service, stood in stockinged
feet on the narrow catwalk outside
the glassed-in top of his Lindstrom
Peak lookout and prayed: “Please,
God,

let it rain!”

His

tousled

hair

was combed wildly by the warm
gusts of the southwest wind, and his
sleepy eyes reflected the light of frequent, slashing lightning _ strikes
which darted savagely into the miles
of valuable white pine forest sur-

rounding the firetower.

Steve’s hundred
foot wooden
perch
swayed
daringly
in
the
strengthening gusts as he strained

his eyes to pick out the other towers in the storm-darkened morning.
To the west six miles, Fishhook
Peak held aloft a tower on the
mountain’s crazily curved top. Due
he

could barely

Elk

Mountain,

Lookout Peak, Beale’s
back to Fishhook Peak.

clockwise:

Butte—and

Returning to the shelter of the
cabin, he lit the gasoline lantern and
attempted to get a fix on the dazz-

ingly strikes, now that he could see
their approximate locations, and
plot their position on the azimuth
table. “This is a bad one,” he
thought, wincing at the ferocity of
the “dry” storm. “If it doesn’t rain,

there'll be the devil to pay!”

Three weeks of hot, dry weather
had sent fire indices all over the
Northwest zooming well over the
“critical” point, and Idaho’s St. Joe
National Forest was a rosin-soaked
tinder pile. Men like Steve repeated
his brief but fervent prayer all over
the St. Joe in the grey uncertainty
of that dawning July day. Booming
barrages of thunder crescendoed between the low clouds and peaks, and
the awesome noise rattled through
the passes in the foothills of the Bitterroot Mountains on the IdahoMontana border.

north,

turned

discern

the

spelled “Fire!”

morning

the

field

’phone

jangled as other towers reported in
to the despatcher, and every once
in a while, Steve lifted the receiver

to hear their stories: Fishhook reported smoke at the head of Sand
Creek; Windy Peak had two small
fires near Sanderson’s logging camp
—the lumberjacks could handle
them; Beale’s Butte reported a burning snag, gave the location, and said
five men could take care of it.

steel tower which surmounted Win-

At noon Steve checked in again.

dy Peak, eight miles away. Using his
glasses, he counted off others as he

. . “No

November,

1950

stepped

smoke—yet!”

outside

to

wave

Later
to

able

to

them,

and

he

had

been

“stuck,” as he wryly put it, in Administration at Elk River headquarters.

At eight o'clock, he made his
routine check call on the crank
‘phone to the fire dispatcher at St.
Maries, giving the fixes of the worst
strikes. By nine, the storm had passed without shedding a drop of rain.
Nothing to do now but to wait, and
to scan every foot of the green carpeted foothills with field glasses,
looking for that telltale wisp that

All

‘Tremaine flying the Forest Service
patrol plane out of Elk River. The
little ship waggled its wings and continued cavorting down the canyons.
Tony and he had been school-mates
at Montana U’s School of Forestry
in Missoula, and had joined the
Service together last June after graduation. Tremaine’s experience as a
pilot in the war had proved invalu-

he

Tony

At sunset Steve took a few colored
pictures of the golden panorama,
then stayed to watch the quiet forest
and mountains through their colorchanging ritual. At first green-gold,
then purple and mauve, changing to
grey and finally to blue-black, with
only the higher peaks silhouetted
against the still bright Western hor-

izon.

Weary
before,

from the
he turned

sleepless

night

in early, relieved

that there had been no fires in his
area. Once during the night he was
awakened by the woody gnawing of
a porcupine somewhere on the steps
below.
The five o’clock sun reflecting on
his windows awoke Steve the next
morning, and he dressed sleepily.
Pulling on his steel-caulked logger-

type boots, he smelled smoke. Noticing that the fire in his stove was

out, he sprinted to the door, grabbed
his binoculars from their peg, and
tore out to the platform.
Page 3

He didn’t need his glasses for
this one! Straight to the east, the
rays of the sun filtered through a
grey curtain of smoke rising from
the west bank of Shadow River—one
of the “blind” spots for observation
from Lindstrom Lookout! He mentally pictured the situation: a lightning strike had evidently found fuel
in the dry needles of the Ponderosa
pines that grew on the west slopes.
The beavers had pretty well chewed
up the trees in that area, and there
would be plenty of dead branches
for the fire to feed on. He sighted
across to the area, got a fix, and
called St. Maries.
Pat

Pettey,

the

despatcher,

an-

swered tiredly, “Yeah?”
A ‘sleeper’ just spouted up on the
Shadow River.” He gave him the

map readings, then, “I think it’s big
to drop some

The
southwesternly
breeze,
though not dangerous, was fanning
the fire up the side of the talus
slope. Once it reached the top and
got more air, the fire would without
a doubt crown in the tops of the
highly inflammable white pines, and
then would really be out of hand!
Losing no time, Steve descended the
slope, in front of the fire, and started

“This is Steve at Lindstrom, Pat.

enough
on.”

long, gradual talus slope to the river.
He noticed that the fire was contained in a triangular position made
by the stream’s northern edge, a
high saddle running northeasterly
and then to the third side formed
by the talus slope, which in turn
joined the river to complete the
triangle.

of the boys

“No use calling Elk River, Steve,

‘cause all the smokejumpers are out
on other fires. An’ Butte probably

clearing a swath so that he could
safely backfire. That would contain
the fire until help arrived.

“but

work,

UCGES
2
Gis

( \ a je
S

: ”y

and

his

He

blanket,

and

matches

his

A pair of startled deer at the salt
lick threw up their white tails and
raced for the trees.
Steve arrived three hours later, hot

and panting, atop the bluff known
as Uncle Sam’s Face. The cliff’s
profile bore a striking similarity to
that

famous

tall-hatted

individual,

but was so far off the beaten path

that not many persons had actually
seen it. Looking down to the flashing river, he saw the fire. “It must

have smoldered

a long time,” he

thought. “It’s just now getting start-

ed good.” His glance ran down the
Page 4

radio.

“Got

Where

it,

do you

the Face, Tony.
Uncle Sam’s hat

groundward. The tiny ship lurched
upward as it lost the weight of the
dynamite.
Abandoning his shovel, Steve took
pack, axe and radio and made his
slow way to the top of the Face.
Breaking the dynamite out of the
padded cases, he tied it into twelve
bundles. Ramming the caps into his
pockets, he put a shoulder through
the coil of fusing and made his way

be

handy-talky radio, and descended
through the trapdoor to the ground.

over the scene, and Steve

The door on the pilot’s side opened
and three large containers fell

for back-

compass—checked

was back

and came in low toward the bluff.

EZ

He grabbed the every-ready firepack—containing hand shovel, axe,
firing

to the

watched as Tony banked the plane

S eS

eet

back

“Hope you know what you’re doing . . . well, here goes.” And Steve

F

careful, it’s awful dry an’ she might
blow up.”
“Sure will, ’bye.” Steve hung up.

rations,

turned

off!”

dirty

Might be able to backfire.”
Pat,

then

fire.
In surprisingly short time, Tony

from the nearing fire made his eyes

hot,

“Yeah .. . well, I'll take a run
over there and see what I can do.
said

westward,

hands blistered at the unceasing
grind of the axe and shovel. Smoke

It was

Guess we'd better send some boys
over on foot.”

boy,”

mony?
2. Steve, Listen, -go
down to Elk River and get me about
six cases of dynamite and some caps
and fusing, will you? I can’t hold this
fire and I’ve got a plan that might
scatter it until the boys get here.”
“Okay,” Tony’s voice crackled
back, “but lookout you don’t start
a hundred more. . . . Out.” Steve
watched the little monoplane dart

got him on the
Tony?”
“Sure thing, kid.
want it dumped?”
“Right on top of
I’m going to blow

has its hands full or I’d call there.

“Okay,

some fresh air that he noticed the
yellow Forest Patrol plane. He ran
to the clearing where his pack and
radio hung and contacted Tremaine
hovering above.

Illustration by Don

Zamorski

down the Face with four bundles.
The basalt rock that made up the

smart and obstructed his vision. Occasionally straightening to ease the
strain on his back, he looked straight
up to Uncle Sam’s fare. ““That’s fitting,” thought Steve, “I’m working
to save his timber, and he’s standing
there supervising.” Then, an idea
struck
him.
Looking — skyward
through the smoke, he wished that
Tony would show up. He'd need

bluff provided easy footing and he
eased downward from toehold to
toehold until he arrived at about
the chin of the Face. Two trips
more had all of the dynamite together and Steve began crimping
caps to long strips of fuse. This
done, he turned to examine the fire.

him if his plan were to work!

expected. The first glittering runners

His

ears

were

filled

with

the

crackling of the flames as they ate
into

the

dry

woods.

It

was

only

when he lifted his head to snort in

It was much

closer than he had

of flame had almost reached the top

of the talus slope sweeping away to
the river immediately below him.
(Continued on Page 20)

The Exponent

THE

APOSTOLATE

OF

CATHOLIC

By John

Samaha

e “God made man right and he
has entangled himself with an infinity of questions.” What connection has this quotation of Solomon
with our topic? Simply this:

in the western world that may be
counted upon to uphold civilized
standards.” Even _ non-Catholic
scholars assert that Catholic literature is the mouthpiece of the only

What Solomon wrote so long ago
is a thousand times more true today.
For in this modern tangle of questions is found the challenge that

ization. Frederick Foerster, a very
prominent non-Catholic, also agrees
that “only a deep religious renaissance and a radical restoration of
culture in Christ can produce a real
change for the better.” “The greatest question of our time is not Communism against individualism, or
Europe against America,’ Doctor
Will Durant nghtly states, “but
whether men can bear to live with-

confronts the Catholic press in its
effort to aid the Church in leading
men out of the jungle of confusion
he has created for himself back to
God.
To champion the cause of truth
in this world of antagonism and indifferentism is the paramount concern of the Catholic Press. Veritas,

the motto of the Dominicans which
means “truth,” can well serve as the

watchword of the Catholic Press.
The
battle

present-day
of

ideas.

struggle

Books,

is

periodicals,

and other means of communication
are the chief weapons of this war.
Thomas Woodlock,

institution that can preserve civil-

out God.”
We know that the only way to
cure a vice is to put a virtue in its
place. Catholics must fight fire with

fire. The
a

one-time editor
The

to

inform

all

its
the

depart-

Values have tumbled topsy-turvy,
even in many Catholic minds. Life
has become a struggle for comfort,

contemporary writers and found that

the Church

that has stood alone

against the pagan gods of ancient
Rome and Greece and the disruption of the Protestant Revolt. Men
are weary of materialism and the
philosophies of so-called intellectuals. Thinking men are already beginning to see with Irving Babbitt

that “under certain conditions already partly in sight, the Catholic
Church is the only institution left
November, 1950

to present the facts in a thoroughly
honest and objective way? As far as
is humanly possible, yes! And this

is the invaluable service which the
Catholic Press, the Church’s spokesman, can render the cause of truth

more than any other medium of
communication today. For that one
reason alone it deserves the unquallified support of the Catholic laity.
The charge of dullness, so often
made against Catholic books and
periodicals, is less valid today than

ever before. Perhaps the truth lies
somewhere between our inability to
produce interesting works and our
reluctance to use our minds on what
we do produce. “It is a modern
fashion,” says Christopher Hollis,
outstanding Catholic author and

scholar, “to pretend that everybody

as Edison had this following printed

is

in

give us a holy relish of what is right
and just.

ism stands only one effective force —

of the inertia

Catholic

Press,

Catholic Pattern: “The chief characteristic of the world around us is
disorder.” Certainly we cannot disagree. The world is in a mess. ‘Those
who have studied modern thought
state frankly that it has departed
from the old unities, the old simplicities, the old order, the old truth.

not Christ. Materialism is spreading
like a plague. In the way of material-

to find, it is because

of the Catholic reading public.
But does the Catholic press seek

mind, to convert our thinking to
God’s point of view, to clarify our

ments,

book,

and let us hope they are the majority. If Catholic literature is difficult

today thinks about everything; but
the truth is that very few people
think at all, and about very few

clared

excellent

and

Therefore, the primary task of the

of the Wall Street Journal, has dehis

forces of paganism

anti-God, of materialism and religious bigotry have been using books,
magazines, pamphlets, and newspapers to launch their attacks.
Catholic

in

LITERATURE

ideas

and

elevate

our

ideals,

to

What is the Catholic Press doing
about it? Certainly not enough.
Some years ago Columbia magazine
made a survey of thirty-five hundred
only ninety-nine of them were Catholics. Since we must compete on the
same grounds with secular literature,
it is imperative that we produce a
kind and quality of literature that
will appeal to those who want good,
clean, wholesome entertainment —

things.” There is a story that Thomquotation hanging above

his desk:

“There

to which

man

is no

expedient

will not resort to avoid the

labor of thinking.” And Catholics
are not notably different in this
respect. The late G. K. Chesterton
also tells us, ““The modern rationalistic mind has come to form its

opinions

not

by

reason

but

by

rumor.”
But why is Catholic literature so

important? Much of our leisure time
is occupied by reading. This reading exerts a very important influence
on our minds and is largely responsible for forming our opinions and
attitudes. Pope Pius X warned, “In
vain do you build schools and
churches if at the same time you do
not build up a good Catholic liter-

ature.” An old saying can be very
well adapted to this situation: “Tell
me what books you read and I'll
tell you what manner of man you
Page 5
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are.” For we are what we think and
we think what we read.

What are the effects of a good
literature? Doctor T. L. Harris, religious adviser at Harvard University,
found that “many students were
taking a keen interest in religious
matters, coming to realize the fact

that ideas have power, that Christianity without a creed is merely the
sentimental blathering of souls.”
Many don’t realize the effects of
reading, yet it forms their thoughts

without

their realization.

Reading

good books is an education in itself.
During the recent war we complained justly of the brutal treatment of our soldiers by the Japanese.
With no thought of minimizing
their guilt, are we right in blaming
them? Let us consider the following
facts. For several years before the
infamous incident of Pearl Harbor
thousands of young Japanese came
to our shores to study in our institutions of higher learning. They
came to a nominally Christian country yet learned nothing of Christianity worth taking home. They sat
under professors who taught an
atheistic evolution which denied
God and reason, an economic determinism which denied justice, a materialistic psychology which denied
the freedom of the human will and,
therefore, all moral restraint. ‘They

read American magazines and
sellers and found that many of
glorified violence and lust.
were given many reasons to

bestthem
‘They
think

that America’s God is not the holy
and humble

Christ, but Mammon,

Commercial Greed, Vulgarity, and
Obscenity. And so they returned to

Japan — and the war!
Certainly it is a major task of the
Catholic press today to offset the
influence of those strongly subsidized universities from which our
most dangerous public enemies have
carried away enough intellectual
dynamite to destroy a free and free-

dom-loving America.
ago Pope Pius XI

Not so long
admonished:

DEATH

By Edward J. Peguillan
@ There are many weird and in-

credible tales that have come from
the interior of the dark continent of
Africa. Many adventurers have been

lured into the jungles because of
these extraordinary stories. I had followed just such a legend into the
Belgian Congo, in search of a gi-

gantic white panther. Of course it
was not an entirely credible story to

confidence by his great deeds in
hunting man-eaters and thereby con-

verted

many

of

these

backward

people.
The next day the missionary had
gone into town for ammunition and
since he had not arrived by two
o'clock,

I decided

to

set out after

the panther on my own. I lay in

thoughts were suddenly interrupted

the brush for nearly an hour when
suddenly I saw the white beast wandering aimlessly through the jungle.
I fixed the sights on my rifle and
within a few moments I fired with
both barrels. I scored a hit and as
I watched the blood stream out of
the animal’s body, I felt a feeling of
satisfaction throughout my body. I

— A

could

me

at the

time,

but

it had

been

substantiated by my friends both in
America and in Africa.
As I lay on my cot the first night
of our venture I told myself that I
would not believe it until I saw this
panther with my own eyes. My
shriek pierced the night.

There was a snarl and the agonized cry of a child. I jumped to my
feet, seizing my rifle as I passed, and
raced to a small hut not more than
one hundred yards away. The first
thing I observed upon entering the
abode was a young woman sitting
cross-legged on the floor. She was
in agonizing terror. The White
Panther,

as it was

known

in these

parts, had killed her baby. My partner, Larry Hackett who was a missionary, and had hunted for twenty
years leaned to me and said, “That
makes sixteen — sixteen in two

years.”

have

finished

him

off

then,

but by the time I could reload, the
beast had scampered off into the
jungle ostensibly to lick its wounds.
I returned to camp and told my experience to Hackett, who informed
me that the next day we would

seek out the monster and complete
the job that I had started.
The following day we set out into
the jungle with two small goats,
which were to be used as bait. When
we reached a clearing in this maze of
jungle, natives staked the two kids
to the ground while Hackett and
I sought out a suitable hiding place
where we could wait.

We searched for a few hours but
all was in vain. We turned back to
camp, but not to sleep. The wailing
of the family kept the night alive
with the sounds of death. ‘There was
ample time to talk and think that
night. I had heard from friends of
the daring feats of this fellow Hack-

After crouching for what seemed
an eternity, we heard a sound which
resembled a rumble of thunder. We
glanced at the sky, but there was
not a cloud to be seen. Then the

ett, and I tried to draw him out. It

The beast appeared ready to
spring. Hackett knew that there was

seems that he had gained the natives’

rumble came again, and this time it

ended in a snarl. The white panther
loomed behind us.

only one thing to do — he must take
the animal by surprise. From his

“Without the constant reading of
Catholic literature there is little

experience he realized that panthers

hope that our adolescents will have

Suddenly Larry yelled and leaped
straight at it, but his foot caught on

discriminating and informed minds,
(Continued

Page 6

on Page

20)

were

afraid

of the human

(Continued

on Page

voice.

20)
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Bottom

Drawer

and

Dismantlement

flicked the switch. It was the warehouse. A voice asked, “Does the

‘Taylor Chain Company get the steel

By Paul Beshara
@ All along Burbage had expected the ultimatum. Four days ago the
news had arrived. The RFC had had
its injunction. The dream of five
years ago was shattered. ‘There were
to be no more American Ideal
Homes. The plant had closed down
except for maintenance personnel.
And now Burbage was alone in
his office. He had become oblivious
to its details during the past four
days. Strange that he should lose
the sense of reality! For now the din

of the roaring presses and sizzling

stock in section

That was the hitch. Production
could never attain the preordained
goal. There had been steel short-

ages, labor shortages, and transportation shortages. In addition, civil
authorities in many localities had
restrictions against the homes. After
years of struggle, legal action, and
government loans the end came.
The much heralded American Ideal
Home was now defunct and non-

existent except in the vestige of a
few hundred
the state.

scattered

throughout

up. I'll be down

to

check that order myself,” answered Burbage. Immediately
sprang to his feet. He felt
and was no longer listless.
the office by the side door

Burbage
a release
Leaving
he enter-

ed the shop where mammoth presses

had once stamped out the integral
sections of a steel home. Although

it was three p.m. a nocturnal gloom
pervaded throughout the area.
‘The once turbulent presses seemed stilled under a strained silence.

Amidst grotesque shadows Burbage’s
gait carried him through the welding

welders had subsided. Only the intermittent ringing of the telephone
violated the tranquil and melancholy

area and beyond that into the warehouse.

air.
Burbage was
moods of peace
He would sit in
chair behind the

“Hold them

ten?”

Piecemeal, the plant was to lose

suffering alternate
and dissatisfaction.
the deep, luxurious
mahogany desk for

its functional and industrial equip-

an hour or so. Then he would pace

office equipment and the engineering department would be taken up
by the scavengers.

the floor, look

out of the window

and study the parking lot. Once
there had been one thousand cars in
the lot. Now there were only ten or
fifteen. The wide expanse of black
asphalt added to Burbage’s morose
meditations.

The phone would ring. Burbage
knew that it was his wife, Madge.
It had been Madge for nearly four
days, but Burbage hadn’t answered
the phone. That would be too easy.
There
was
consolation
in the
thought of Madge. She understood.
He knew she would. She had prepared for the crisis for more than
six months. She felt failure when
the twelve million dollar loan wasn’t
sanctioned by the goverment. Yet,
Madge had been a success. His suc-

cess.
There had been suggestions of
success when the project first started. Still nobody was to blame for
the turn of events. Homes were in
demand. Burbage had designed a

home

of revolutionary design and

fabrication. The models had won
national acclaim through the mediums

of architects,

contractors

and

financiers. Veterans would eagerly
buy the homes faster than they
could be made.
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ment. First the steel stockpile would
go. Next the presses, then the welding equipment. What was left of the

- Burbage
genius

had

guiding

enterprise.

been

the

central

the destiny

of the

In place of heralding,

there were now accusations of graft

and mismanagement.

Perhaps

the

project had been too great for one
man. He blamed himself for the
failure.
Burbage looked at himself in the
murror. His face was lined, hollowed

and haggard, giving added emphasis
to his drooping mouth. A greasy,
four-day growth of beard didn’t stir
him. Before he had been neat and
trim, erect and self-disciplined. The
shabby appearance didn’t discontent
the sullen Burbage. Four days of
mental turmoil had left him languid.
There was only the least hint of a
spark remaining in him. Madge motivated that spark.
Pausing

behind

his

desk,

he

slumped into his chair. He eyed the

bottom right hand drawer of his
desk. With pale face and dilated
nostrils he was breathing rapidly as
though under heavy stress.
Just as Burbage bent over to open
the drawer the intercom buzzed. He

“Yes, everything seems to be in
order. Give them two hours to clear
the section of their stock.”

Burbage turned slowly and began
walking toward his private office. His
gait was much slower and more de-

liberative than before. Once again
he assumed

a cloak

of weariness.

Looking up in the hydraulic press
shop his eye caught the hook which
projected from the crane. It was
dangling in mid-air. He associated
it ominously with the bottom drawer
of the desk. A sudden sweep of emotion flooded over him. Then came
an abject longing for Madge. Before
he had been like a man brought
down by a stroke of apoplexy—like
one who was confused and muddled,

striving unsuccessfully to find his
bearings. And now more than ever
he had need of Madge. He thought
of her gentleness and felt reassured.
When Burbage entered his office
the phone was ringing, again. Without hesitation he lifted the instrument from its cradle after making a
furtive glance at the bottom drawer.
“Madge? Yes. I'll be home by
seven. Dress for dinner.”
Page 7

NEVER

SAY

CAN’T

Marty “got it” all right. She hoped the fellows didn’t see the tear in

her eye when
By Mary Lou Gehring
e Dynamic! That was the adjective Marty used to describe the
newspaper business. The jangling
phones, click-click of the teletype,
and crash of the huge presses was
a symphony to Marty Link’s ears.

“Printer’s ink flows in
she used to tell the kids
high. Now, here she
first assignment for the
The

door

of

the

my veins,”
at Norwood
was on her
Times.
Shaughnessy

mansion swung open and Marty
spoke confidently to the tall, hawkeyed butler. “Hello. I’m Marty Link.
Times reporter. Is Mrs. Shaughnessy

here?” When she stopped for breath
she was told to “Wait one moment.

I’ll see if Madam is at home.”
Marty thought he might at least
ask her to step inside, but obviously
he had little use for the press. No
matter. Mrs. Shaughnessy was com-

ing down the hall and she looked
like a nice enough person. But even
she did not ask the “reporter” to
come in. Instead she said briskly,
“And what can I do for you, young
lady?”

dear, a picture is quite out of the
question.”
Marty pleaded and begged. She

“A picture of Maureen

wind was like a slap in the face.

reen’s picture. It was a matter of life
and death. What would Mr. Morrison say? She just couldn’t go back
to the office a failure on her first
assignment. But that was exactly
what she would have to do. Mrs.
Shaughnessy had made up her mind
and there was nothing anybody
could do about it.
When she finally got back to the
office Marty ran smack into Morrison—editor of the Times. “Got that
picture, kid?” he boomed. No one
knew the agony Marty went through
at that moment. She knew what
failure meant. She might even be
fired, and surely there would be the
hearty laughs of the “vets” as they
heard the story of the green cub
“who couldn’t even get a picture.”
Marty bit her lip. The old boys

Show ’em. But how?
ing to be easy.

roared with laughter when she told
Morrison “Mrs. Shaughnessy just

staring desolately out the window of

nessy’s are really a very old-fashioned
family at heart. We prefer a quiet
wedding for Maureen, and somehow
a newspaper picture seems so — so
public.”
“But Mrs. Shaughnessy, Maureen
already told me I could have a picture.”
“Y’m afraid Maureen and I disagree. Young

girls are apt to speak

impulsively, you know.
Page 8

Really, my

It wasn’t go-

All sorts of wild schemes raced
through her brain as she almost ran
down Vine street. She discarded one
after another as impossible. “Still,
there must be a way,” she thought.
Then suddenly she found herself
in front of the Anderson Sudio.
Why, of course. Anderson’s had a

picture

of

Maureen

Shaughnessy

right on the wall. Perhaps she could
persuade Mrs. Anderson to give it
to her. After all her daughter, Liz,
was one of Marty’s best friends. She
dashed inside and her spirits took a

little turn

upward.

There

Mrs.

was

Sure

enough.

Anderson

at the

reception desk.
Twenty minutes later Marty stood
the photographer’s studio. “I’ve just
got to get that picture down,” she
said to herself. Only a few minutes

before Elizabeth Anderson had told

her gently, but firmly, that the picture could not be given to her without Mrs. Shaughnessy’s express permission. The Shaughnessys were
particular, and besides it was con-

sl eleedae
ee

trary to the policy of the studio.
Anyway the picture had been taken

—
f
ee

five years before and Maureen would
probably want a more recent photo

for the

Sunday paper? I’m afraid that will
be impossible. You see, the Shaugh-

around

said she simply had to have Mau-

Marty took a deep breath. “Why,
I’m Martha Link, reporter for the
Times. Mr. Mayfield asked me to
get a picture of your daughter, Maureen, for the Sunday edition. You
see, the Shaughnessy family is so
well known. Everyone will be interested in seeing a picture of the brideto-be. Now, if you'll just __..”

she turned

abruptly and marched straight for
the door. But she wasn’t through
yet. She’d get that picture. So she
was only eighteen and a girl. So she
was a cub, a greenhorn. She’d show
‘em. She took the steps two at a time
and when she got outside the March

for the paper. Perhaps Marty could
Illustration

by

Virginia

MacMillan

wouldn’t give it to me.” Even Smitty, who

had

been

her

one

friend,

smiled knowingly, as if to say,
“You'll learn, kid. They give you
what you want, or else.”
Morrison bellowed. “Whadda ya
mean? She wouldn’t. Get that picture some way. Beg, borrow or steal
it. I don’t care! But get it! The Governor wants it on the front page of
the new roto
Got that?”

section.

Now

get it.

persuade her to come in
Ha! Marty didn’t care
baby picture. She just
something, anything to

for a sitting.
if it was a
had to have
give Morri-

son.
If only she could get that picture
down. She took another look at it
and realized she had a job for herself. The picture was an enlargement, about three feet wide and
almost five feet long with its massive
frame. That alone probably weigh(Continued on Page 21)
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HILDA

© Yes sir, I sure feel better. Kind

of like I done my duty, although
there was nothing to make me do
it except a sort of foolish gnawing
down inside me. Was up to Boston
a couple of days ago to see an old
buddy who was in my outfit overseas.

No,

you

don’t

know

him,

One day I hear by the “rumor
pot” that “Babby” has a girl friend,
one of them German frauleins and
she lives down the road apiece from
the company and he has been seeing
her quite often. This doesn’t seem
possible, partly because of the afore
mentioned cutie who had _ tossed
the guy over-board at a bad time

By Willard Crowell

at

least I don’t think you do. Funny
though sometimes, how many
people know each other and you
don’t know it until you mention
George Jones or somebody. Well, as
I was saying about this buddy of
mine name of Babcock, John Bab-

and partly because he had sworn not
to have

magazine stories, if you can call the

that morning. I could see that he
wasn’t the talkative type, me, I
guess I talk too much at times. Anyhow, it was me that mentioned first

how nice it was to be getting out of
that hole and to a regular outfit. He
said, yes it was, he guessed, but that

one hole was pretty much the same
in the Army and I said yes that certainly was true.
When we got to our outfit him
and me decide to bunk together, not

because I think he is so terrific or
vice-versa, but we have the same
opinion of the Army, and he doesn’t
talk too much which maybe gives
me a chance to get in a few extra
words now and then.
We hit it off fine, never have any
trouble at inspections, our room is
always clean and we both do our
share. The war had been over for
awhile and the Army was beginning
to spruce up a little, you know
getting “chicken” again. I guess the
main bond between me and “Babby” was the fact that we had both
signed over, you know, stayed in
when we could have had a discharge. ’d had some letters from
the guys who had gone back to the

states and from what they said I
thought I might as well stay in another year. I was getting along alNovember,

1950

any

prettiest blonde hair. Right away I

by the way, his wife is no
at making. Me and “Babby”,
kind of thrown together by
they’re always saying in them

jerks that run an overseas replacement depot fate. My name begins
with D and his with B so we was
in the same shipment going out

to do with

him about it and he says yes he is
seeing a dame who is somewhat wonderful, with the nicest smile and

cock, as I said he’s from Boston
and Yankee as Boston brown bread,

which
slouch
we was
fate as

anything

females except his mother. So I asks

Illustration

by

Bette

Osweiler

right and was kind of used to being
told what to do and couldn’t see
any other reason for getting out.

John,

that’s

“Babby’,

I call him

John sometimes ’cause it’s more respectful and I think he’s a great
guy, had his reasons for staying in,
among them and heading the list a
cute little wench named Doris who
had decided to amble the aisle with
someone else while he was gone and
this had not left him with any great
desire to go home. The fellows in
the outfit nicknamed him “Babby”,
they said it sounded like someone
who

talked

alot, and

he didn’t

so

this was a plenty good enough reason. I picked it up too after a while,
sort of like a poll parrot. But John
didn’t seem to mind and if he had
he wouldn’t have said so.
“Babby” was made a_ sergeant
after we were in this outfit awhile.
He’s pretty good at fooling around
with trucks and things, so first thing
you know he’s running the motor
pool and I’m repairing radios which
this outfit has plenty of ’cause it’s
an intelligence unit and carries out a
lot of secret operations which I
know nothing about, except that the
radios they use are the newest out
and I have to do a lot of reading
and fooling around to keep up on

them. I collect a T/5 rating which
for me is pretty good considering I

been

busted

three

times,

Italy and twice in Germany.

once

in

think of one of them “Hitler kids”
or whatever they called them and
wonder if a truck has fallen on him
unbeknownst to me. I ask him again
and he tells me the same thing. So
I says to myself, maybe I pegged
him wrong and asked him would
he tell me all about it. He says yes,
since I’m his close friend and that
he is sorry he has not told me before. He then proceeds to tell me
in a torrent of words that she is
the most human,

warm

and under-

standing person he has ever known,
and that he thinks she is wonderful
and that he does not know how she
feels about him, which is something
he hopes to find out. And a lot of
other things which cannot be felt by

me naturally,.maybe because I’d
never met this flower of German
womanhood. He says she makes the
best apple streudel ever, and this

seems to me to be a good enough
reason to see any dame no matter
how she is on the peepers. He never

mentions that he would like for me
to

meet

her,

and

I

don’t

either

‘cause it’s his business what he does
in his spare time, and who am I
that he should take along to see his
girl friend. I’m still in a tizzy as to
what changed him so, and finally
come to the conclusion that he is
lonely and that maybe this little
fraulein will do him a lot of good.
I ain’t got nothing personal against
Germans,

at least German

So I keep
change and
it will wear
same thing

women.

my big yap shut for a
let things ride, thinking
off ’cause I’ve seen the
happen lots of times be-

fore. Couple of months drag by and
I don’t hear any more out of him
about her and I think this is what
Page 9

is happening. I do a lot of nite
work what with radios going on the
blink all the time ’cause them fresh
kids they send over from the States
don’t know

I don’t

“Babby”

how

know

to treat them,

much

comes

about

so

when

and goes, besides

he does some emergency repairs at

nite too on the motor pool. So I
don’t think anything when he comes
in late one or two nites a week.

a better time to tell him than when
he had a set in his hands. After we
had picked up the broken parts, I
repeated what I had said before so
he could be sure he heard me right.
It didn’t take long for the news to
get around and it wasn’t long before
“Babby” was looking forward to
going home in order to escape the
advice being offered him, just for
his own good.

I go along knowing nothing ex-

I didn’t say any more about Hilda

cept what he told me at first until
he comes to me one day and says
that his enlistment is up in a month
and he is going home, and he wants
to marty Hilda (this is the first time

to him for I figured that his Yankee
practicality had won out. And I was
sure when he called me to him the
next day and said that he was leay-

I’ve heard her name) and take her
with him to the States. To say I
was surprised is to put it very mildly
indeed. He says that a new law has
been passed and that he can take

her back with him, although it will
mean

a good

deal of waiting, but

that he thinks she is worth it. He
puts

the

emphasis

on

the

word

thinks and right away I pounce on
that to mean he is not sure and that
maybe all is not lost. So I say to
him that just because she makes
good apple streudel is no reason to
go off the deep end and anyway
what is the matter with apple
dumplings U.S.A. style? Besides,
what else does he know about her,
and was her family mixed up with
the Nazis and does he know if she
was ever in any of them Hitler youth
movements. To which he says that

there is nothing wrong with apple
dumplings made in U.S.A. and he

She asked if I wouldn’t

come

in, I

said yes I would and thank you. She
introduced me to her mother and
father, and two kindlier old people
T have never taken a gander at. They
bowed out after a minute of polite
exchange of chit-chat.
All three spoke English very well
which was a break for me ’cause I

don’t speak much

German.

Hilda

and I sat down and I told her what

ing in a week and that he wasn’t

“Babby”, or rather John as she call-

going to see Hilda any more and
would I say “aufwiedersehen” to her
for him as he didn’t think he could
face her. Not because he had promised anything, because he hadn’t and
now he was rather glad he hadn’t. I
agreed, he gave me her address or
rather he told me how to get to her
house, and I mentally shook hands
with myself for having accomplished
my mission. Maybe I didn’t have
any business sticking my nose in,
but someone had to look after him
and I was the only one to do it. A
week later he was gone, like everyone goes in the army, quick, and I
was alone looking for a new roommate. A new shipment had arrived
from the States and I picked out a
tall, gangly kid from Georgia maybe
because he was so unlike John. I
don’t know, maybe.

ed him had asked me to say. Then
the troubled look went away like
the puzzled one had and she smiled
at me. Then she told me about her
and John. She said he was such a
good boy and so lonely, and that he
liked to come and talk to her ’cause
she listened so well. She didn’t act

A couple of weeks slipped by be-

fore I remembered what I had promised John. So one night I ambled

doesn’t know much about her family except they are awfully nice to
him, and a girl as nice and gentle as
Hilda couldn’t have been mixed up
with any Hitler shenannigans and
besides the war was over and he
didn’t hold any grudges. And I
agreed that this was the right attitude and was exactly how I felt —
almost. He didn’t say anything else
about it and I could see that I had
made an impression on him. From
then on I became more determined
than ever to try and “save him”.

room job, a little worn but cleanlooking. I knocked on the door and
who should open it but a sweet,
gentle-looking girl whom I took to
be Hilda. She said as much in answer to my question. While I stood
there gaping in amazement her hair
caught and reflected the light from
a kerosene lamp on a table inside
the door and literally put the lamp

News as big as this was too big
to keep so I casually mentioned the

in comparison. Half-blinded though
1 was by the brilliance of her hair

fact to Jake McConnaughy the next

1 could still make out that her eyes

day. Jake worked with me in the
repair lab and I should have picked

were blue — blue like nothing these
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before. After the first shock of meeting her had worn off I noticed a
slightly puzzled and troubled look
about her eyes. I told her who I was
and the puzzled look went away.

down
Hilda’s

the

strasse

house;

and

looked

it was a small

up
four-

to shame for the feeble light it cast

grey ones

of mine

have ever seen

like a girl who had practically just
been

jilted, and her later remarks

bore out the fact that she and John

had just been good friends, at least
on her part. She didn’t tell me this
but I gathered it from her general
manner. She had been troubled over
the fact that she hadn’t heard from
lum. So I told her about him going
home

to

the

States,

and

she

said

some nice things about him, kind
of like you do at a funeral, maybe
to make me feel good, ’cause I was
his friend. We said goodnight and
I headed for the company with the
vision of the light falling on her
hair still before me.
She had asked me to come to
dinner the next night, and although
they didn’t have much I was most
welcome to share it. I felt a little
guilty about this knowing they
didn’t have much

food, but I want-

ed to see her again.
I got there the next night at six
o’clock sharp. Dinner was ready in
a few minutes. I didn’t eat much
mainly because I had eaten at the

company
before leaving so I
wouldn’t be too hungry. I kept looking at her hair and eyes, and she
caught me a couple of times, but
didn’t seem to mind. For dessert
(Continued on Page 21)
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THE

BRONTE

SISTERS

Together they published a book of
Poems under the pseudonyms of
Currer, Ellis and Acton Bell. Of the

three Emily’s poems were undoubtedly the best. Her dominating character was fused into the poems and

By Marie Syler
© Consumptives — all of them —
yet two lived to give to posterity
masterpieces of English literature.

Who

has

not

read

Charlotte

Bronte’s Jane Eyre and Emily’s
Wuthering Heights without sensing
the greatness that lies between the
covers? After reading the lives of
these great sisters, it is easy to see
how they so vividly captured the set-

tings for their books, for these settings are generally places that Charlotte and Emily frequented and
knew well.
After
wife

the delicate health

had

resulted

in

and

despairing

moments

he

started drinking, held many different
jobs, and sank into a state of moral
degredation. His sisters were horrified; they held all their dreams of
the future in him and now their
dreams were shattered.
Charlotte and Emily, then planning to open a boarding school of
their own and wishing to give it a
note of distinction went to a school
in Brussels to learn the French language. ‘The professor, M. Heger,
quickly recognized the extraordinary

ability of the girls and helped them

Mr.

in every possible way. The girls were
quite happy in Brussels; they were
together and enjoyed their work. Before much time had elapsed, however, circumstances forced Emily
home and Charlotte’s happiness vanished. Alone in Brussels, she became
melancholy, did not get along well
with her teachers, and seemed ready

drawing or by reading. About this
time a neighborly clergyman founded a school for girls which was called
Bridge

some

of his

death,

Bronte took his six children to the
dim village of Haworth in northern
England, where he had received the
post as the village minister. The
children early learned to live in solitude and to amuse themselves by

Cowan

In

to which

Mr.

Bronte sent his four eldest daughters,

to take offense easily. After enduring

all she

could,

she

too

returned

to

Haworth and continued her monot-

Maria, Elizabeth, Charlotte and Em-

onous, depressed existence. Her poor

ily. Maria and Elizabeth both died
of consumption while attending this

eyesight became a hindrance to her
writing. Another great shadow lay
over her life; her brother Branwell,
now mentally and phsically ill, had
become the torment of the household instead of the idol. Little by
little Charlotte resigned herself to
seeing her life spoiled and wasted,
but her indomitable courage saw her
through, and she again, along with
Emily and Anne, began to write.

school and Charlotte and Emily returned home. Charlotte was again
sent to a boarding school when she
was fifteen and later returned there
as a teacher. Her youngest sister
Anne and only brother Branwell also
taught at this time. Teaching to
them was merely a means of livelihood for inwardly they were burning with the desire to write. Emily
was the happiest of all the children
at this time for she remained home
and kept house for her father. She
loved the peaceful atmosphere of
the

home,

the

routine

of

daily

chores, and the liberty of the moors.

The Bronte’s chief preoccupation
at this time was
the

future

of

the planning

Branwell,

of

for

whom

great things were expected. He was
a brilliant boy, very popular in the
village. Branwell wrote for a time
but failed to get his work published.
November,
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gave them the quality of strength.
After publishing the Poems,

girls began
Charlotte,

work
The

on

the

the novels:

Professor;

Emily,

Wuthering
Heights; and Anne,
Agnes Grey. The books were sent
to seven publishers before Wuthering Heights and Agnes Grey were

finally accepted. Charlotte followed
up this work with Jane Eyre, which
was an immediate success. Editions
were continually exhausted and it

was considered the novel of the season. Such success left no trace in
Charlotte of petty vanity, however.
Her reaction was one of absolute
simplicity.
Troubles at home were again increasing. Mr. Bronte had become
blind and Emily was sick. Within a
year both Branwell and Emily died,
the latter never knowing that one
day her novel would be ranked with
immortal books. Anne’s days were
also numbered. Charlotte recognized
in her the same symptoms she had

seen in Emily, and before long her
fears took real form and Anne, too,

died. It must have been very heartbreaking for Charlotte to see her
loved ones dying, but writing proved

again to be a relief and she produced

the novel Shirley shortly after Anne’s
death.
Charlotte died
finding happines
riage to a village
received several
but had mever
them. It seems
found happiness

six years later, after
at last in her marminister. She had
previous proposals
accepted any of
a shame her newwas so short-lived.

The three Bronte Sisters differed
greatly in character and disposition.
There is little to say of Anne except

that she was a gentle,

quiet

girl,

never wanting to be troublesome to
anyone, and who would probably
never have gained fame had it not
been for the superior work of her
sisters. Emily was a rather strange,
cold girl. Many of her associates con(Continued on Page 13)
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WATERFRONT

CAPER

By Richard E. Mayer

ness of the waterfront. I approached
the newly painted shack of Zenith
Shipping, Inc. and straddled the narrow planks that led out over the
water into the office. The small
building was securely built about
four feet above water level. Eight
poles were sunk in the mucky bottom of Carnegie inlet, and the water
lapped lanquidly about these supports.

Chris Leonard had called me
earlier in the day and made the
appointment that brought me far

away from my usual business habitats, down to these dismal shipping
wharves. The glow of the office
lights shone beacon-like across the
bulky blackness of ready cargoes. I

had no idea why Leonard, General
Manager of the firm, would require

the services of a private investigator. I knew that my curiosity would
soon be satisfied, as I knocked on
the heavy door. There was no answer. I listened for movement inside
the shack. Stillness hummed in my
ears as I decided to go in. The door
swung easily on well-oiled hinges.
The place smelled of stale cigar
smoke.
Someone was in the room for I
felt another’s presence. I was wrong

about being watched though, for the
guy lying in the corner with his eyes

my eye. Chris’s body lay almost in

front of that room, facing the window. I realized the knife must have
come from that direction.
The buzzing sound of the phone
ended abruptly and I heard the voice
of Lieutenant Reese. “Reese speaking, Homicide.” “George,” I said,
“this is Jordan. I’m down at Pier 3,
Carnegie’s inlet. The manager of
Zenith Shipping has been killed. I'll
wait for you.” I put the receiver

down and walked over to the window again. It was easy to open, in
fact, it slid up without a noise.
There was no other avenue of ap-

proach to the window besides the
water. It was easy to put two and
two together to figure the method
that had been used. Still it was only

a guess that someone drifted up in a
and threw the knife at Chris.
I stepped

across the body

the filing room.

Leonard.

The

knife

body and saw the manila envelope

that it partially hid beneath it.

my chance to look through the con-

tents of the C file. I had done my
duty in reporting the murder and
that was all expected of me. Then
again, I owed something to Chris
inasmuch as he had hired me. I
determined to solve the murder if
I could.

in his

another

light

gleaming

from

Page 12

at

the

price,

I unlocked the door and went in.
The flourescents flickered softly on
as I picked up a typewritten piece of
paper from my desk. It was boldly
emblazoned in red capital letters:

FORGET THE WATERFRONT,
JORDAN, IT’S TOO DEEP FOR

life. It was then 10:45 and I wondered how anyone could have beaten me to the office, gained entrance
and had time to leave the note. I
checked my own typewriter for iden-

tity of letters. It had not been used
for the note.
I pocketed the paper, took my .32
from the drawer and left the office.
I stopped

at

a bar,

had

a drink,

thought awhile, and went home for
some shut eye. The next morning I
went back to the Zenith offices. The
office staff had gone home but the
loading crews were still working at
the docks. I checked the typewriters
in the office. There were four, one

on Chris’s desk and three in the file
room. I found the one that was
used for the note. It didn’t surprise
me, for someone

trusted must have

been told of my coming. They
probably wrote the note in anticipation of my seeing Leonard. ‘They
knew what I’d find.

the room and noted the wide open
window. I crossed the room and
looked out across the channel. ‘There
was nothing to see except the blinking lights of the unloading cranes as
they took coal off a freighter at the
river bank. I closed the window and
picked up the phone. It was then
the half-closed file room door caught

I

waited until Reese came, then I got

chest protruded ostensibly and had
done the job well. I glanced around

that

file

drawer was open and the complete
C file was gone. I looked out at the

open wasn’t seeing anything. It was
Chris

and

One

I whistled

YOU. I always appreciated puns,
but not when they threatened my

boat, gained access to the window,

entered

dollars.

thanked the Lieutenant, caught a
cab to my office, and went upstairs
by elevator.

I checked the file again and found

Illustration

by

Tom

Eshelman

a large order going to Cuba. It was
the one they were loading. I walked
out and talked to some of the men
on the docks. “Hey buddy, I hear
this outfit hasn’t been doing too
well,”

I said to the crew

foreman.

The Exponent
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@ It was exactly 8:09 when I left
the smoky cafe and walked two remaining blocks into the inky dark-

I went downtown with Reese and
told him the entire story. He said
that another concern, run by a rival
owner, had been cutting Chris’s
business. It was a cut-throat market
anyway. Anyone could muscle in if
they offered better service and quicker delivery. Up until a month prior,
Zenith had always been the best.
They dealt in electrical appliances
that were much in demand in South
America. Anything with a wire in it,
sold at top price. Zenith had been
beaten out of three large shipments
and lost close to a quarter million

i

THE

“How would I know, Mister, all I

do is load the stuff.” “What are you
loading now,” I asked. “Why don’t
you ask the boss,” he retorted. “The

realized that Zenith was about to

with

go out of business. All I had to do

told us that one of the men

from

was find the man that did the killing and I would prevent a major
catastrophe to the company. There

Zenith

night

before.

boss is dead,” I countered. “That’s
news to me,” he said and moved off.
Somehow I had a feeling it wasn’t

were still several jigs that didn’t fit

news.

to link them, because the boat sail-

He

had

an

informed

look

the puzzle. I had only a few hours

about him.

ed that night.

I went back to town and contacted the President of Zenith, Inc. I

I decided to start from scratch.
My first move was to obtain a row

told him who I was and what I
wanted over the interphone. His
stenog ushered me into his plush
office. “Sit down, Jordan, I hope I
can help you.” He seemed sincere,

and slightly broken up about Chris’s
death. “I was afraid there was going
to be

trouble,”

he

offered,

“Chris

boat. I rowed underneath the Zenith
offices to check on the pilings. ‘The
supporting pillars had been painted
along with the offices. There was an
undercoat of tar, painted over with

black asphalt paint. I found

one

post with a trace of green paint mix-

ed in with the black. That proved

out of your last

whoever had killed Chris had waited
underneath the office until it was
dark enough to proceed with the
killing. The lull of the water had
forced the boat to scrape the post

three shipments?” I queried. “We
were held from unloading by the
Cuban customs’ officers. They claimed they had a tip that our ships
were unloading illegal goods. Noth-

limited the type I would search for.
It was likely that the boat would
have black paint on the bow.

ing was found at their investigation,

Just then I noticed that someone

was

aware

of some

underhanded

dealing going on. He mentioned
it to me the day before. I had no

idea he was calling you in.” “How
were

you beaten

but by the time we had unloaded
our rival had succeeded in dumping
his goods on the market and we lost
the price of ours. This time though

we expect to make up our loss with
this shipment. If you intend to continue on the case I'll reimburse
you.” “Its’ easy to see who tipped
the customs

officials,”

I said,

“but

have you any proof?” “None at all,”
he said. We had a drink and he
gave me a C note as a retainer. |

thanked him and left. That explained why Chris was going to show me

the file on Cuba.
Once again I checked the C file.
There were several things listed as

illegal goods. One unusual item registered in my head. It was a compound
containing explosive elements. I checked the contacts of the
rival company and found that the
owner had access to an army chemical lab.

It would

have

been

easy,

with inside help to plant a small
quantity of that type material on
board one of Zenith’s ships.

until it wore into the tar. There
was only room for a rowboat so that

was watching me from the loading
dock. I docked the boat at the base
of the office runway. The man dis-

rented

We took off for
were just finishing
we drove up. The
the car and started

didn’t last long. I owed him for
that bump on the noggin anyway.
He wasn’t the least bit happy as
he told his story at the station.
He had been paid by Zenith’s
rival to plant a package of zinc sulfide on the Cuban-bound boat. This
time the officials would find something and bar the company’s exports. That would leave all the busi-

ness to the other Company. Chris

had caught on to the plan and so

he was killed before he could talk
to me. The note in my office was
taken care of by the foreman also.
He didn’t think I had found anything under the office, so he didn’t
kill me. He only wanted to stop me

until the boat sailed. After that it
would be difficult to prove anything.
I called Zenith’s president and told
him the story. Then I left the sta-

tion and went to my apartment for

(Continued from Page

and the dusk I awoke in was slightly better than the darkness I had
just recovered from. I was lying in
a gutter with the pavement for a
pillow. Stumbling to my feet I
reeled through the alley until I
reached a street and entered a saloon. It was 7:30 and I recalled the

ship would

soon sail. I had seen

enough from the rowboat
mighty sure of my hunch.

to

be

I phoned Reese from the joint and
he picked me up within the hour.
We headed back to the waterfront
and started checking boat houses.
Most of them were bum

steers, but

we finally found a small yard that

rented boats to fishermen for night
fishing. All his boats were painted
green. It was easy to find the one

the

in the river. Before he could move
it I was on top of him. The fight

between two rows of grates, I half
turned to catch a crushing blow on

the head. I went into a deep sleep

it

He

the docks. They
the loading when
foreman spotted
to dump a crate

appeared into the warehouse and I
went in after him. I followed the
sound of his footsteps into the back
part of the building. As I stopped

The whole thing was beginning

1950

Inc.

a bromo.

to shape and from the significant
points that entered my mind, I
November,

black paint on the bow.

THE BRONTE

SISTERS
11)

sidered her selfish and headstrong.
Her writing was passionate and
eerie. Wuthering Heights, though
now famous, was shocking when it
appeared. It is a wonder how the
diabolical character of Heathcliff
ever took form in her brain. The
moors that she had loved so much
were the inspiration of her books.
Charlotte was a warmer person, more
fearful and timid than Emily. Even
after her success she had a horror
of being stared at and pointed out.
She was gifted with a rich imagination, and her characters are so real

that
from
chief
Jane

they must have passed directly
her mind to her books. Her
defect in writing is egoism. In
Eyre, Charlotte placed herself

in Jane’s shoes and made believe she
was Jane. But nevertheless, Jane
Eyre is great and the work of genius.
Page 13

THE

YEAR

OF

THE

BIG

FOG

By Roger H. Keith
The

fog

comes

in on little cat feet.

Their heart tells them to aid
youth of America and help to
ready for the future years. Some
the people of this nation seem
have forgotten about the
future. Will the teacher’s
tentions put bread on his
a home or raise a family

Sandburg.

the
get
of
to

teacher’s
good intable, buy
decently?

Must he be satisfied with prestige
@ | will personally wager a dozen
extension permits that Carl Sandburg did not have in mind the year
of the big fog when he wrote that
line. When the haze arrived early
one morning in Chicago a few years

but due to the density of this meteorological phenomenon, walking

ago, history was

through the fog was like wading in
hip-deep water, and a short stroll to
the drug store seemed like a job for
Shirley Mae France. Naturally, all

to this

business was at a standstill, and the

day many people do not believe the

people of Chicago found it difficult

eye-witness accounts of those who
were unlucky enough to be present

proceeded

made,

and

in the Midwestern metropolis at the
time.
The

fog

came

in, all right,

but

with the same type of quiet that is
associated with the U.D. Band in
Homecoming week. The first indi-

cation

of the

impending

menace

was the quivering of the ground and
the suspenseful silence which pervaded the atmosphere. Suddenly the
fog could be seen in the East advancing in a huge curtain and with
the air support of several mushroom
clouds which were suspiciously Bikini-like in appearance. By this time
the people who had received the
radio warnings were huddled in basements, quivering with terror. I being
more foolish than most, stayed outside to watch the impending disaster
with amused curiosity. Before I
knew what had happened, I was
enveloped by the fog and embraced
by its washrag caress. The sensation
of being in this fog was an uneasy
feeling, somewhat like being lost in a

sea of DUZ while being pummeled
with wet jellyfish.
Chicagoans took all this in stride,

and after a few hours left the imagined safety of their dwellings to
venture forth into this cunning
colossus. It was all great fun for the
more youthful inhabitants of the
city; they played hide and seek and

many

other

games

in

the

white

reaches of the fog’s expanse. Adults,
however, found little to joke about
in the presence of this cloudy intruder. Not only was seeing difficult,
Page 14

to while away the heavy hours. |
to amuse myself by try-

ing to devise ways to combat the
fog. After experimentation, I found
that it could not be cut with a
knife. I decided to try a new slant.
Picking up a copy of Bartlett’s
“Familiar Quotations,”

I sauntered

slowly, whistling a few strains of a
symphony in time with my footfall,
and all in all trying to look as innoccuous as possible. Suddenly I took

out a knife and began slashing at
the wall of water before me, catch-

ing the fog off guard, as it were.

My tactics succeeded, and, aided by
a slight breeze, I fought the fog to
the shores of Lake Michigan, where
greedy waves lapped up the few
remaining wisps of cloud.
In the next day’s newspapers, the

credit for breaking up the fog was
given to the wind from Canada, and

so I never received credit for my
mission of mercy. And so it is that
I saw too much of nature.

MY

BOOK

By Al Young, Jr.

@ | intend to write a book. Why?
Because every day I, like many
others, read in the newspapers and
magazines about the struggle that
our teachers have with the American
public. The teacher is fighting to

maintain his standards with those of
other professions.
Let us consider the young people
who have teaching as a vocation.

alone?

Prestige, like love, is a nice

thing to have but it will not feed a

family.

A person who enters this profes-

sion today must have good intentions. It is an understood fact that
a teacher does not intend to be a
millionaire, or to live on easy
street. Bearing this in mind I intend
to write a book dedicated to the
school teachers of America. By no
means do I intend to immortalize

them, but I will point out their
great work to the people, the work

of influencing their students for
good. I will show that they have the
dignity that some people doubt exists. I will explain why teaching

should be considered a profession,
and a very noble one at that.

History tells us what harm a false

education did to the youth of Germany some two decades ago. This
happening in Germany is a proof
that education is an all important
factor in the life of a nation and can
determine its future. In America
where we have a democratic education we want to guide our youth
along the paths of goodness and

honesty and righteousness and for

this

we

need

well-qualified,

well-

educated and well-paid teachers who

can perform their functions properly. They will teach our posterity how
to live and govern in our sane
American way and not like the totalitarian states of the Old World.
I will not hesitate to inform the
people that many incapable and
temporarily certified teachers are not
adequately fulfilling the duties of
the teaching profession. As early as

1776 Thomas Paine told the American people what I will remind them

of again: “What we obtain too
cheap, we esteem too lightly; it is
dearness that gives something its
value.”
The Exponent
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VM LL
Thanksgiving

The rain is come at last: it is cooling and a little grey
After the near sun that made afternoon too bright.
I welcome

Scene

The glasses laid aside, the drying cocktails
Finished, “small talk” keeps the time from slowing,
Will make the noise till Mother (just now showing
The turkey) stabilizes dinner. It flails
Our tired ears, the politics, the bane
Of town events ...the weather... bargains... fetes
Prices paid — as nephews, aunts arrive
Too

late to hear

The
The

Pater Noster. Baby desecrates
kitchen floor as William phones

Friends

who

our tenor,

plot affairs

Surround the table!
The

hungry

Behind

smell

Jack,

of night.

the blazing

profane

his five

Then,

“Rush!”

Search for chairs!” We trace

of meat,

while

candles,

e

Father,

flush,

motions

“Grace’’.

—Robert

Toomey.

€

it, yet think

€

I Celesti Augelli
I saw a robin yesterday,
I thought that all had gone away,
So long it seemed since last I’d heard
The joyous singing of this bird.

Oh, rapturous joy to soar on high,
Caught by the winds ’twixt earth and
Oh, blessed creatures ever free
Unfraught by thoughts of destiny.

sky!

E. Koehler.

GS

e

@

Papal

Proclamation

Twin trumpets shrieked a solem stilted strain,
Whil’st temple traves with whiffled incense swells—
Vibrates with brassy bass of countless bells
piercing

choirs

of praise

o’r

Rome

sustain;

In stride the robed and purpled princes train —
As voice, acclaiming pilgrims’ laud upswells —
Then soft the ringing ... soft... the clamor quells
As lips of Pius part, bespeak, proclaim
How wings of seraphs bore ’pon path of stars
As steps from earth through evening quilted skies;
From temporal space to ageless eras’ gate;
Her Virgin body, born from death, embars
Once more that heart, that life of love, to rise,
To live a glorious

reign

.. . our

Queen

away,

Even then I saw the heavier clouds in the summer sky
That would bring this rain, but could not easily say
What too-full cloud would spill. The grass had been so dry!
The rain is come, and I, too tired to clearly think, yet
Not to disappoint you, retrace my day with hopes to find
Some pleasantness in writing so that you may quite forget
If only for a page, such daily things within your mind
That trouble you, even as you sleep. I pray they free
That childish head; for child you are when dreaming lie
And

returning,

Peace, my

to a peace

dreamer,

you

is gone

cannot

soon

awake

to see.

again, has passed this loving

by.

It is not peace that leaves your letters blank. I read
In them far more than you would have me understand,
And often in those hurried pages I discover that I need
To stop my fearful thinking and return to happiness
we planned.

Lay

Then as I watch thee winging by,
So let my thoughts to heaven fly,
To Him whose hands have fashioned thee
For those same hands have fashioned me.

In

miles

today.

down

Release

my

my

head

useless

Immaculate.

and, like to others in my
grief.

It would

age,

be kind

To let my eyes swell over and resign this tired heart
To all the loneliness and longing in my mind
Since we are now, and how much longer, so apart.

*Twas God’s own hands that fashioned thee,
*Tis by His will thy wings are free.
He meant for thee to soar above
Thy songs a token of His love.

The

a hundred

At last, this rain. The earth has had its long cold tears
For reasons which I feel, but cannot really know.
There is a sadness in this being young in years:
To feel deep, and not to think as old and wiser show.
If earth weeps this night for you, and well she might,
(Further parting may have you far beyond this page)
Then I shall join, and in this lonely, soundful, cooling
night

Long had I looked into the sky
And seen them swiftly winging by.
Long had I wished that I as they
Might loose my bonds and wing away.

—John

of you

And know that you, well-tired, are lost into the night.
I had to close the windows where quick rain beats.
The air is fresh and lulls this penning to a sleep,
But looking out, by mottled lamp-light in the streets
The long rain blows with a billow and a sweep.
There must be strong wind; it was light as I walked home

—Peg
8

e

Lockheed

Kunka.

&

Constellation

Gliding
down

the
star-patched
runway of the night
The continent-acquainted Constellation
Descends Queenlike to her rosaried carpet
And condescendingly takes the limelight
Of och’s and aah’s from Topeka to Tibet.
Poised, impatient at her grooms’ libation,
Throbbing for the noctural migration
Out to those flashing
Galaxies whence comes
Her

stellar

Appellation.
—James

CL

Cooney.

LLL A

—Raymond Kacirk.
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Comment

Editerial
WHAT
e No

SCHOOL

SPIRIT

tion in the chapel of the Immaculate Conception

IS

sooner had the October issue of the Ex-

PONENT had time to circulate last month, than we were

greeted by cries of, “Hi, Vitriolic!” and other comments
of like nature. It seems that some remarks appearing on
the editorial page in that edition were interpreted as
being somewhat unorthodox. This is to be very much
regretted, because we fully realize that anything we
would write in such a vein would hardly impress centuryold U.D. Nor could any injudicious remarks on our part
during our transitory appearance here have any effect

upon the proven standards of a school dedicated to
education in Christ. This is the only way to look at it,

and we wouldn’t want it any other way!
Recongition of such basic principles is the bedrock
upon which the foundation of school spirit is built.
One of the staunchest cornerstones of that structure
should be the organs through which the students’
thoughts are given voice. And, in view of the recent
tremendous rebound of student interest in all phases of
life on the campus, it seems that the unanimous opinion

is, “We love U.D.!”
In all the varied activities of men, the phenomenon
of school spirit on a college campus is probably the

most unique. But it is also as temperamental as Ohio’s
weather! This can be observed at any football or basketball game or other athletic event, where it is interesting to determine if the spirit determines the score,

or the score the spirit. Does the heaven-blasting roar of
ten thousand cheering fans really help to push that

pigskin across the last scuffed-up chalk stripe?

Or does

the quantity of points-in-the-lead determine the tenor
of school spirit for the coming week? In the last
analysis, it shall probably be found that the one can’t
effectually operate without aid from the other.
But, this mixture of pardonable pride and
affection which we call school spirit is quiet, too.
manifested as impressively and as fully as on the
sions already referred to—the only difference is

deep
It is
occathat

it is not quite so spectacular.

We can see it in the

evening, when

return

many

students

to the campus

from far points in the city and county to participate in
the activities of the many active extra-curricular organcheer

leaders

practicing

silent seats of the old gym

cheers

before

the

.. . the debators polishing

up their polemics . . . A few minutes of peaceful reflecPage 16

.

Lord’s Prayer before class
. .Thoughtful men and
women pausing before the well-stocked pamphlet racks
... The cheerful janitor washing off the blackboards
... The feeling of pride in a job well done on the part
of the U.D. Players after a successful show . . . The
polite and cheerful exchange of greetings between a
student and a prof . . all of these are various aspects
of a quieter form of school spirit.
It isn’t an attitude developed overnight; it isn’t a
dull, bookish thing, nor is it altogether a playful product.
It is a consistent union of the two, and when you develop it, you'll know it. And then, student, try to get
rid of it!

THANKSGIVING

DAY !

@ Three hundred

and twenty-nine years ago this

month, somewhere on the shores of Massachusetts Bay,

there originated a custom which we celebrate in the
United States today as a national holiday. The occasion was the completion—by the Puritan freedomseekers— of the storage of the harvest in that fall of
1621. Certainly, at that time, whether or not the harvest
was good meant the difference between life and death
during the ensuing winter.
As the country grew the custom spread, until in
1864 the last Thursday of November was designated by
President Abraham Lincoln as Thanksgiving Day. ‘Thus
was gratitude legalized in America.
The colonial celebrants of American Thanksgiving, in
expressing gratitude for Divine mercies, did so as freethinking and free-acting persons. These were the very
rights, which, in order to fully exercise, they had navigated their thirty-five hundred perilous miles.

On this 1950 Thanksgiving Day, we here at U.D.
might profit by reflecting upon the nature and adequacy
of our “harvest”.

As students, naturally, this harvest is

more of a potentiality than an accomplishment. At
present, we do our reaping in “seeds” — ideas, attitudes

and traits — whose fruits shall blossom forth long after
our graduation and entry into chosen careers.

izations.
The

.

away from the noises of people being educated . . . The

The

“ground”

wouldn’t be here.

—

ourselves

—

is

fertile,

or

we

Our trials and tribulations have been

the “rain” which nourishes the seed. And plentiful has
The Exponent

been the moral and spiritual guidance which is the
benign “sunshine” that makes for sturdy growth and

assures a bountiful harvest.
Precious little of originality can be said about so
old a subject. But sincere gratitude can never become
antiquated. And that should be our attitude as we

thank God this year that we still have national freedom
of expression

and

a Catholic

U.D.

in

which

it is

thoughtfully and wisely stimulated.

A CLUE

exists at U.D., where everyone, regardless of race, color,

or creed, lives as one happy family.

For the Professors who patiently continue to enrich
our lives with knowledge and human kindness.
For the vitality, energy, curiosity, and good humor
of our fellow-students, their talent for having fun, and

FOR CHRISTMAS SHOPPERS

@ Although it is quite some time yet until Christ-

mas, we ate passing along a hint which might help you
to expedite your personal Christmas shopping. All of
us have on our gift list persons for whom it is difficult
to buy something of a practical nature. We usually
delay purchasing items for these friends and relations

until the last minute — then recklessly “snap up” some
usually outlandish gift which
to the exchange counter.

For the University of Dayton, its standards, and
the high ideals which motivate it.
For the feeling of good-will and friendliness that

ultimately finds its way

-Our recommendation in this situation is that we
should send subscriptions for Catholic publications as
Yuletide gifts to the persons mentioned above. Such a
gift is of immense educational and spiritual value, and
each time an issue is received, the thoughtfulness of the
sender would be remembered. Furthermore, in so

doing, we would be directly participating in a dynamic
form of Catholic action.
Of course there are too many fine Catholic mag-

azines and newspapers to list them all here.

But a

their serious interests.
For the varied tapestry of U.D.’s natural beauties;
rustic buildings, trees, shrubberies and walkways.
For a beautiful chapel whose doors are never closed;
and for the Peace that is found in its sanctuary.
For Bro. Paul’s cafeteria; the hot coffee and doughnuts, and the homey feeling that prevails within its
swinging doors.

For the snow that falls softly on the statue of Our
Lady of Grace in front of St. Mary’s Hall.
For Horace and others like him upon whom we
depend so much for maintenance and cleanliness in our
buildings.

For the long rows of books, musty and new, in the
Emanuel Library.

For the Good Sisters who perform the domestic
work, and whose endless task is unnoticed by mankind
but meritorious in the eyes of God.

For a top-notch band that can arouse our school
spirit, and
For a
can learn
Thank

few tips would not be out of order. We don’t have to
look very far for the first one, because it happens to be

The

Marianist

magazine,

edited

right here

stir our emotions in a concert.
never-say-die football team from whom we
fair play and good sportsmanship.
you, God, for letting me be a part of U.D.
—SAMUEL C. Lum.

on the

campus. The Sign, published by the Passionist Fathers,
is also a fine magazine and looks at the world through
the eyes of Catholic doctrine.
In the newspaper field, there are such publications
as the old faithful Our Sunday Visitor, Catholic Tele-

OUR

COVER

PICTURE!

®@ We are happy to present to our readers a view

of the new field house of the University of Dayton. ‘The
dedication was held Friday night, November 3, 1950.

graph Register, and the newest entry into the field, the
only English language Catholic daily in the United

Specific plans for the erection of the field house were
begun in 1942. A group of alumni and citizens of
Dayton, headed by Mr. Martin Kuntz, began the

States, the Sun Herald.

collection of funds and toward the end of 1944 about
—JaMES Cooney.

two hundred thousand dollars were collected.

In 1948

the architects plans were submitted and the cost of
the building was estimated at more than six hundred

THANK

YOU

SO

MUCH!

@ November — when “Autumn writes her rubric
on the leaves and the wind turns them over and chants
like a friar.”

The hearts of men in Korea and Russia may be
slow to give thanks this year, for their Autumn must

thousand dollars. In his report to the audience at the
dedication Mr. Kuntz said that four hundred thousand

was collected and the remainder of the cost had to be
borrowed.

The actual building began in May of 1949

and was finished in September of 1950 in time for the

be a bloody one. But here at U.D., where the hallways
are filled with the gay laughter and chatter of students,

opening of the new school year. The field house is very
adequately equipped for the University’s physical education program and for the intercollegiate basketball
program. The new field house is a dream of over thirty

the heart has reason to feel gladness for many things:

years come

November, 1950

true.
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Of Feminine Tuterest.. .
LIFE

CAN

BE

BEAUTIFUL

@ The average coed’s dream is to be the only girl
in a Class of thirty or more fellas. Well, here at U.D.
it isn’t quite
plunged into
with a certain
done justice

that bad. This
the routine of
amount of vim
to a family-size

coed, being no exception,
lectures, labs, and quizzes
and vigor that would have
bottle of HADACOL.

after

happened

money.

a morning

to open

my

of dissecting

in

the lab,

I

purse to get out some lunch

Out of the coin purse rolled four or five eye-

balls—no

doubt

the dead

fish wouldn’t

miss

Street the other day, I noticed in one of the window
displays a frail piece of cloth with one—mind you,
one feather priced at eighteen dollars. Imagine, girls,
for that amount of money you could buy one hundred
and eighty ice cream sandwiches in the small cafe on
which to gain weight. Five hundred and thirty-three
pills on which to reduce, and three thrilling weeks telling your friends how many ounces you lost.

them

All in all I have arrived at the conclusion that to-

Lab

day’s college girl is like a modern painting or musical
composition
— fascinating but often difficult to understand.

anyway.
Then there were the D-days (D for doom).

in a fog, purchase that glow-it-on lipstick.

Let’s talk about hats. While walking down Main

As the semester progressed it was clear to see the
male classmates were going to be such a big help! For
instance,

mentous discovery of peroxi
— lipstick
de that glows in
the dark. Remember in order never to become lost

practicals were loads of fun, particularly when I grabbed

my right hand with my left to keep them both from
shaking. The fellas were always so polite! With shades
drawn, microscopes set up, and zero hour approaching,

the professor would smile, get a gleam in his eye, and
say, “Would you like to go first, Miss?”
Some labs seem built with six-foot giants in mind.

In chemistry lab, for instance, I often found it necessary
to use a stool. With the apparatus set up, and I do
mean up, and the experiment going full blast it always
gave the boys a charge to hide the stool just as the
entire mass of glassware seemed ready to pop.
But then, would I trade with a Miss from Miami
or a coed from Cornell? Heavens no, it’s much more

fun right here at U.D.
—*ALIcE DurFry.

—Dom

RECIPE

FOR

CAMPUS

BERARDI.

COOKIES

@ Prevailing holiday atmosphere makes our culinary
instincts perk up. A recipe that will always be acceptable at U.D. is as follows:

SIF'T’ several visits to the campus Chapel in your
schedule.
BEAT a path to the S.U.B. for talent shows and
song fests.

STIR in a regular attendance at the informative
students assemblies which are specifically designed
for you.
MIX in about three campus organizations of your

choice.

PANICS

IN

@ | would

OUR

ANTICS

like to welcome back, in behalf of the

hale and hearty men, all the beauties to U.D., especially
those “George” freshmen.
In the cafeteria I noticed that the coeds this year
are still having their “stenographer lunches”—a cup
of coffee, a napkin, and a

cigarette.

Tell me,

girls, is

it true that the higher you hold a cigarette, the slower
it burns?
FLASH!
aid to females
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There’s good news today.
that has hit the market

The greatest
since

the mo-

MEASURE the weekly bulletins for news of the
campus highlights.

COMBINE jollities with frivolities.
FROSTING: Spread over just the right amount
of extra curricular activities, however DO
NOT
diminish the flavor of the important ingredients of
academic study.
Finished texture depends upon
participation in all U.D. functions.
—Mary

your
E.

spirit and
Nacte.

The Exponent

A TALL

TURKEY

TALE

Push the accelerator several times until you are certain
the motor is flooded.

Once upon a November day
Not too many years ago,
A turkey, sad, sat in her pen —
She was in a state of woe.

Her eyes were tearful — her feathers drooped

Soon she’d no longer be living —
The reason for this state of affairs
Was the coming feast of Thanksgiving.
While thinking about this
She saw Mrs. Hen coming
“Good day, Mrs. Turkey,”
“Why so gloomy today, my

2. It is advisable at this point to begin hoping your
car has fluid drive. If not, look for a stick beside the
steering wheel. This is the “gear,” used to jiggle importantly every time you start. At the same time you
jiggle the gear you must throw out the “clutch.” This
is a long iron bar in the back seat. Roll down the
windows.
3. Before moving, always see if someone is behind

sad event,
near,
said Mrs. Hen,
dear?”

you. This is accomplished by leaning out the window
and craning your head around.

4. Now to go forward up the backward hill all
driving teachers park you on, you take one foot off

Now Mrs. Turkey and Mrs. Hen
Were not very friendly at all;
And Mrs. Hen in her spiteful way

the brake, one foot off the clutch, and press the third

gently against the accelerator, just enough so the car
chokes and sputters meaningfully. That shows the
car is still with you.

Hinted the event that was soon to fall.
Mrs. Turkey replied nothing was wrong

And haughtily raised her feathers and eyes.

5. By now you are stalled. Go back to Step Two.

“Too bad, my dear,” said Mrs. Hen,

6. When

“That each Thanksgiving a turkey dies.”
From that day forward smug Mrs. Hen,
Taunted the poor turkey all day

And said that chickens were very lucky
Not to meet their fate that way.
Came close to the turkey’s pen —
But instead he chose Mrs. Hen!

AND

to you, my dear,
and feel secure —
like our friend the hen
may be cooked for sure!
—Mary ANN ISENECKER.

night.

If you don’t have that wrist action you can

of U.D. women

have reached

Every woman should learn how, if only for emergencies,
and the trick is to keep reminding your parents of the
fact when you are fifteen or sixteen until they teach
you in self-defense.

Out—does

For those whose knowledge of the workings of a
car are limited to the steering wheel and accelerator,
basic, inherited knowledge,

the starter button.
November,

1950

and

car lights,

and

finally push

that tall fella over there go to U.D.?

Our conclusion must be: did you know the AAA
gives driving lessons? Oh, you say your family has
turned you over to them too?

we offer this

1. To start the car, turn the ignition. Then switch

fingernail polish

Down—cigarette ashes

—Prc

handbook:
the radio, heater,

having

always run cheerily down the sidewalk on the other side
of that parked car.

Up—wet

on

motion,

car waiting at the light and the parked car at the curb,
just remember the Dayton bus drivers. They always
get through, and besides, you have a choice of two cars
to sideswipe. You may, of course, not have that required
flick of the wrist on the turns. This takes a certain coordination not fostered by four hours of sleep per

this appalling college age without being able to drive.

womankind’s

forward

8. Now that you are practically turned, remember
to give a hand signal for the driver behind you:

SKIRMISHES

@ A great number

in

7. Turns are your next problem. If you’re certain
you can’t turn and get through the space between the

She watched with tears — her heart a-pounding

SKIRTS

are

sight pedestrians coming into range.

The time arrived and Farmer Brown

The moral imparted
Is not to scorn others
Or you too may find,
That your own goose

you

switched rapidly from first gear to third, align the car’s
hood decoration with the side of the road. This is
only for beginners; later use this decoration only to

LM

Kunka.

LLL

This adds to the life of the battery.
Page
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By Orion W.

@ As you and I repeat the word
“democratic” we think of our country, the United States. We recall
legal holidays and election booths,
but we think also of our freedoms.

These freedoms are of prime import-

ance because they invest in all of us
the responsiblity of holding them
high and using them well. The training necessary to accept and use these

THE APOSTOLATE OF
CATHOLIC LITERATURE

Society

In A Democratic

Education

(Continued from

England
into our schools and send them
away with the training they need to
participate in this society.
e

e

from

Page

approval or disapproval to publish-

ers. In the presence of others, es-

4)

There was no time to lose, so he

piled rocks on the explosives, lit all

Education involves not only the
study of past and current American
history and the orientation of the

Steve, it seemed

to

the

voting

polls,

but,

more important, the teachers in our
schools are entrusted with the re-

sponsibility of molding honest, re-

liable citizens to take the place of
future leaders and followers. Char-

acter and personality formation is
not the responsibility of the home
only,

as

teaching

arithmetic

and

English is not the responsibility of
the school only. The home and
school must work together for a better democracy. The students of today are the parents of tomorrow.
What greater task can be put before
a teacher than that of training future parents and citizens!
An educational system is a reflection of its teachers. Needless to say
our teachers must be of high caliber
so that they may set examples for
their students. Teaching is indeed a
serious business and must be entered
into with that in mind. Race prejudices, religious intolerance, class dis-

tinction, and impatience should be
absent from a teacher’s way of thinking. Along with the responsibility of
teaching the academic subjects and
democratic concepts, the teacher
must guide students in the art of
correct thinking. A student’s philosophy of life is his key to living.
It is easy to see why education
helps to supply the answers to the

problems

facing the world

today.

the fuses and ran along the base of
the cliff, away from the fire. To

pecially Catholics, it would be well
to praise good Catholic books and
periodicals. It would also be profitable to give such Catholic works as
gifts. Convince your neighborhood
libraries that you want good, moral,
decent literature.

Frank

Bruce,

president

of

the

and in their cascading fall uprooted

Bruce Publishing Company, sizes up
the situation thus: “Truth will prevail but it must be heard. It is the
job of Catholics to make known the
truth by ‘shouting it from the housetops’ and in the streets. . . . An ag-

trees and brush to form a formidable fire-break!

of truth.”

“It worked!” breathed Steve, as
he watched the avalanche snuff out

the forward wall of fire and send
burning timbers hissing into the
river. As he hurried over to stamp

out sparks scattered by the rocks’
headlong rush, he heard a shout.
“Steve! . . . you okay?” It was
Paul Larson, veteran firefighter,
heading an axe and shovel brigade
from Fernwood.
“Yeah,” grinned Steve wearily. “I
guess you can mop up this fire without any trouble now. I’d better get
back to the tower.”
As the men fell to, ringing what
remained of the fire with a six-footwide trench, Steve looked up at
what

had

been

Uncle

Sam’s

Face,

wondering what they would call it
now. To his amazement, he saw two

glittering veins of white quartz run-

ning up the altered face of the cliff.
They formed a perfect “V.”

“Well,
isn’t

tional system

happily.
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hours that he ran.

Maybe something had gone wrong!
Was the fusing wet? He turned, and
at that moment, the whole Face disintegrated. Chin, nose, brow, and
hat of the old man buckled outward and followed their natural
course over the old talus slope to
the river. Tons of rock were released

The function of a democratic educa-

is to invite students

or that zeal to spread Christ’s kingdom in the hearts of men which is
born of an appreciation of the opinion of the Church.”

and magazines and write letters of

freedoms is the basic function of
education in a democratic society.

student

6)

There are many ways of furthering the cause of Catholic literature.
We can refuse to buy pagan books

e

SHADOW RIVER
INCIDENT
(Continued

Page

too

I guess
bad

a

‘Victory

name,”

he

Point’
mused

gressive offense is the only defense
The Church joins Blanche Kelly
in urging us, “In God’s name, you
Catholics who for the past quarter
century or more have been acquiring
a higher education, be degraded no
longer. Stand firmly on your feet and
do a little dictating yourself. You are

far superior

in education

to the

product of the secular schools. Acquire a spirit of leadership.”

WHITE

DEATH

(Continued from Page 6)

a vine and he sprawled, arms outstretched. Although it is difficult to
believe, Hackett actually slapped the
panther on the nose.
As I saw this I grasped my rifle,
spun and fired. The white monster
spun aimlessly and fell over backward in the grass. As I viewed the

death of this killer I suddenly felt
a feeling of warmth within me, for
I was aware that at my feet lay the
deadliest, most vicious man-eater
that

ever

prowled

the

face

of the

earth.
The Exponent

There was no mistaking the Victory look on Marty’s face when she

NEVER SAY CAN’T
(Continued

from

Page

8)

ed five or six pounds. As if that
wasn’t

enough

the

thing was

sus-

pended from the molding and hung
about three feet above her head.

Marty surveyed the room and suddenly—she had a plan. The old oak
library table. She’d pull it over
under the picture, climb up and —.
Mrs. Anderson went out into one
of the back rooms. This was her
chance! She went to the table —
push, slowly, easy now. There. It
was directly under the coveted picture. Just as she was ready to ascend
— Mrs. Anderson came back. Marty
said she was just looking around. (It
was nobody’s business what else she
was doing.) Finally, Mrs. Anderson
returned to the back room.
Marty started toward the table,

but somehow her steps were a little
slower. Why, this was stealing. She
had no right to take a picture without the owner’s knowledge. What
would her Mother say—poor Christian woman. Conscience had perched itself on Marty’s shoulder and
he just kept droning, “Thou shalt
not steal, thou shalt not steal.” Besides, how could she get the mon-

strous thing to the office, even if
she did get if off the wall?
And all of a sudden Marty found
herself out on Vine street. She’d
go back to see Mrs. Shaughnessy.
That was the only way.
As she rode the bus Marty spoke
firmly to the Lord. “Please, I’ve just

got to have that picture. Can’t You
DO something about Mrs. Shaughnessy?”

In a few minutes she found herself standing once again at the door
of the Shaughnessy mansion. She
banged the brass knocker and waited for Sir Hawk Eyes to answer. But
it was none other than Mrs. James
Byrne Shaughnessy who opened the
door. Drawing herself up to her full
five feet, two inches, Marty said intently, “Mrs. Shaughnessy, I —.”
“Oh, do come in, dear. You know,

I just couldn’t forget the look on
your face when you left this morning
and — well, to be frank, I’ve reconsidered.”
November,

1950

entered the Times office an hour
later, with a beautiful “Byron of
New York” portrait of Maureen

TO

DREAM

By

Donald

AGAIN
J. Porter

Shaughnessy clutched in her hand.

e “Say, Don, where are we going
to eat? I think that yours and Gene’s
stomachs must be made of cast iron.

“Well, here it is Mr. Morrison,” she

You

said modestly.

time we stopped for food was 10:30
this morning and it is now 7:30.”
Bob looked at his belt in the last
notch and glanced out of the window to take his mind off his appetite only to be greeted by a large
billboard advertising Swift's Premium steaks.

Then she saw them. The boys
were smiling at her, and this time it
wasn’t ridicule or joking she saw on
their faces. Even Morrison seemed
in a fairly good humor with her. He
sat back in his chair, glanced at his
beat-up old typewriter and the reams
of red-penciled copy on his desk.
Then he said in satisfied tone, “Ya
see, kid. There’s no such word as
‘can’t’ in the newspaper business.”

know,

“ Oh

don’t you, that the last

Bob,”

answered

Don

with

a smile, “if it will make you happier
we will stop around mid-night.”
“Midnight,” shouted Bob. “If we
don’t stop within the next half-hour
I am going to start eating the surplus leather on my belt. Look, Don,

HILDA
(Continued

from

Page

10)

there was apple streudel which was
somewhat

out of this world.
*

*

*

Well, like I said I was up to
Boston the other day to see a buddy
of mine and kind of talk over old
times. He’s been back a year now,
and has collected a wife and a baby
coming along soon. He says he’s
thinking of naming the kid after me
considering what I done for him in
not letting him make a mistake before he left for home. This struck
me as rather strange but it was not
unpleasant news. He is very much
in love with his wife and very proud
of the Boston brown bread she
makes. We had it for dinner the
night I was there and I agree that
it is almost as good as a certain
delicacy another female I know
makes. I left the next morning feeling better than I had during the
whole six months that I had been
stateside. The gnawing feeling seemed to leave all of a sudden and I felt

as happy as John and his wife were.
Sorry —I haven’t time for another beer, gotta get down to the
docks. The “Admiral Koontz” docks
in an hour at pier 12. Hilda’s liable
tc get confused if I’m not there to
meet her. Those immigration offcials ask a lot of questions.

that sign said roadside park one
mile. What do you say we camp
there for the night.”
“Well,”

answered

Don,

“wake

Gene up and ask him if it will suit
him to camp in the Big Horn
Mountains tonight.” Don pulled off
onto a gravel lane on the right and
started winding upwards. Two miles
later it leveled off and they found a
fireplace.

After

they

finished

their

soup

Gene and Bob decided to go exploring and to make things interesting
they took along the .22 although
guns were prohibited in this par-

ticular part of the Big Horn.

‘Two

minutes later a shot echoed through
the valley. Another two minutes and
Gene and Bob came back.
“Deer for breakfast?” said Don.
“No,” said Gene, “we just ricocheted off of the cliff.”
“Look,”

said

Bob,

“headlights.”

Round and round the headlights
came and the boys just looked at
one another.
“Bet it is the Rangers,” said Bob.
“You never know,” said Don. The
car pulled up and stopped and the
boys were startled to see —
*

*

*

“Donald, Donald Darnett, are you
day dreaming again? I am still waiting for an answer. What Indian
(Continued on Page 24)
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STROLLING

THE

CAMPUS

that place oughtta be livened up some way! Besides, some
people might be able to get more studying done.

@ Starting off in a bad mood this month. Somebody
else has taken over our favorite parking lot hole. We’d
just gotten over the scare that the engineers were
going to fill them all up. Then we find out that they’re
gonna leave them there to keep the lot drained. Tires
or no tires — they gotta keep it drained, you know.
So
then what happens?
Somebody else takes over our own

special hole. It’s funny though, his car’s been there for
three days. Guess he can’t get it out. Serves him right —
taking over somebody else’s parking hole!
Then there’s
it covers THREE
it with just ONE
but we’re gonna
WATCH OUT!
then

five, then

—

those people who can’t park a car unless
parking spaces. Can’t see how they do
car. We’ve tried and it just won’t work;
learn one of these days. Then, everybody,
Soon we'll start taking over four spaces,
hmmmm....

Hey, just got an idea! Why doesn’t somebody ask the
administration to build us each a separate parking lot?
Then we can park any way we please, and nobody can
complain. Boy, oh boy! What an idea! Who wants to
present it?

Well, we’d better turn off the radio and
(hate to miss anything) and turn in. Adoo.
—TULA
=

FUN

AT

A

a

FOOTBALL

VARDALIDES.

2

GAME

It was Saturday chilly, but bright,
The sky was fleecy and the wind just right,
Football season was here at last,

And Nina and Katie were hurrying fast
To get to the stadium and grab a good seat,
When on their way they ran into Clete.
Hey, how about your program, only thirty-five cents,
And it’s crammed full with football hints.
“Mmm,” said Katie with that look in her eye,

“Tll buy one from him. You get another guy.”
So they went on their merry way

Strolled down to a pep rally the other day. Pretty
nice. Wonder where everybody else was though. There
weren’t any classes. Can’t figure it . .. have to laugh.
Bobby Recker really got that “Cincinnati Dancing Pig”
mixed up — to the tune of 98 yards. Haven’t felt so good
in a long time.

With kerchiefs flying and voices gay.

Nope, take that back. Had a good laugh when we got
at preview of the Daytonian pictures.
They’re terrific.
Wait’ll you see. Looks like we’re gonna have a pretty
swell yearbook again. Last year we got an “All American”
rating and it looks like we’re gonna repeat. Since we’re
including intramural and spring sports maybe we can get
some of you camera-shy people in — when you’re not
looking. What’re you gonna do later on when you want
to prove you went to college? You’re certainly not gonna
show those grades (you wish you didn’t have). This, of
course, doesn’t apply to Brains, (There are such people?).

Hmmm, I wonder if I could use two.”
“Say, there’s Wilda Billet and Jerry,
And here come Sam Mellas and Perry.”
“Who’s that with Nancy Ingle?”
“Hi! — Ooh, do my toes tingle.”
“Marianne Roll just came in.”
“And here comes Joyce Rhodes with Jim.”

Ever get that feeling that somebody’s staring right
through you? If you get it in St. Mary’s second floor or
in the upper Arcade you can blame it on the picture of
Father Chaminade sittin’ and a starin’ from the ledge.
Ooh, what big eyes you have, Father! ... That goes for
Albert Emmanuel behind the desk at the library. He looks
like he’s afraid we’re gonna steal a book. Pshaw, what’ll
we do with books, anyway?
We also get the creeps whenever we run into Mary
Hieber. That girl’s out for blood! Whenever St. Elizabeth
Hospital is short on plasma you can hear Mary asking
everybody what “type” he is. Every time she looks at you
she’s trying to analyze your blood type. It’s gotten so she
thinks of people in terms of blood type rather than by
their names.
That’s what working your way through
college does for you. Want any more examples?
Well,
there’s

Jock

Cleary

having

trouble

with

his

knees.

It

comes from lifting too many beer cases while working for
a beer distributor this summer.
Strolled down to the fieldhouse again.
Heard the
girls were going out for touch football. Wow, whatta
game!
Even Lyn Showalter had to give up refereeing
when such stalwarts as Peg Howley, Janet Finke, Marilyn
“Tke”,

Joanne

Koehler,

Helen

playing. Be careful, kids.
stand up for a little while.

Surber,

We’d

like

and

that

“Gunkie”

were

fieldhouse

to

Back to the library again. A complaint this time.
How’s anybody supposed to study there? It’s TOO quiet.
We hear Brother Verder refused to let the Band march
through during Homecoming Campaign.
Jeepers, Brother,
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television

“Oh, look! Here’s a picture of Frannie Quinn.
With him in there playing we’ve a good chance to win.”
“Buy a program from Bobby Flynn.”

“Hey, Pete Boyle’s got quit a few.

“Bob Deming, will you hold our seats?
We wanna go and get some eats.”
Pete Lui was at the refreshment stand

So with him they had a gabfest grand.
Then they went up to see Pat and Sue,

And Ginny, and Gunkie and Mary Ellen, too.
“Hi, Pauline!” “Hi, Jackie!” “Hi, Betty Joe!”

They yelled their greetings to and fro.
““Jack’s a good cheerleader.” Isn’t he tho?”
“T wonder why Joe hides the ball so.
How’s the other team supposed to know

Whether he’s gonna run or throw?”
“Russ Scott’s with another girl. I wonder who she is.”
Just then a mighty roar went up for the first down made
by Csiz.
Next they had a grand pow-wow
On the merits of Jimmy Akau,
And how fast Phil and Bobby could run.
— Then they heard the half-time gun,
So, of course, they had to get a coke,

And
Anne
And
Then
And

share
and
Walt,
they
watch

with Carmen a funny joke.
Georgie and Lyn were there,
and Cos, and Punch, and Lou Lair.
went back to see what was going on,
Dick Patesel twirl his baton.
The Exponent

They spotted Chris in the band,

Taking up “battle stations” behind typewriters,
blow torches, and driving anything from trucks to bull-

And gave the Dnill Team a big hand.
Marilyn and Leo said, “Hi,”

And Ernie and Mary yelled as they passed by.
They were talking to Al, and Frosty, and Dean,
And Pat, and Nancy, and Barbara, and

Gene

So they didn’t know the third quarter had started

Until they saw Jim Cosimati and parted,
’Cause he was sitting near a radio.
Then
They
And
They

they spotted
crawled over
asked Regina
laughed and

Al and Marty, so
Bill and Dotty’s feet,
to hold their seat.
joked and had great fun;

They said hello to everyone.
They climbed up and they scrambled down;
They ran in and out and all around.
They spotted Dick, Frank, Danny, and Lee.

They yelled, and clapped, and cheered with glee.
“There’s Vandy, and Killer, and Tony, and Bill.”
“Oh, oh, Johnny Callahan just got a spill.”

“What do they mean by defense and offense?
To me it’s just a big bunch of nonsense.”
Jim Gilvary then spoke up:

“Tf you don’t know anything — then, SHUT UP!”
But they didn’t
They went right
“There’s Bernie,
Here comes the

pay much attention to him,
on voicing each silly whim.
and Paul, and Spike, and Chuck
ball — they better duck.”

They cheered for Stan, and Russ, and Jim,

They jumped and clapped with vigor and vim.
“There goes ‘Luigi’. Ray for him!”

When the game was over — off to the Double K,
With Paula, and Betty, and Tom, and Ray

Katie stopped when they got to the door:
“Will somebody tell me —

WHAT WAS THE SCORE?”
—TuLA

VARDALIDES.

dozers, the women have proved their versatility. Their
presence enables some husky Marine to carry a bazooka
or M-] instead of a pencil. For a while the men were
snowed under to see their female counter-parts wearing
(in a plastered fashion) grease and grime instead of
Chanel No. 5.
Corporal Ashman also admitted, “It was more than
a little disconcerting for a Marine grease monkey being
interrupted by a Marinette to inform him that she was
his relief.”
Few people remember that when the chips were
down during the First World War the Women Reserv-

ists fell in step with the Regulars. They performed their
duties in baggy skirts and high-laced boots, but they had

little opportunity to prove their military worth, being
confined to clerical work. It was only during the last
war

that the female Marines

were put on an equal

footing with the men, with the exception of participation in active warfare.

These women are entitled to

all the benefits of their brother leathernecks, and com-

petition in drill and promotions developed in the Corps.

In Marine camps Corporal Ashman noted that
the feminine touch was greatly appreciated in the
successful planning of various social functions. “After
all,” he said, “it’s only natural for the fellows to get
tired of just looking at masculine faces every day.”

Those eighteen thousand Female Reserves, in performing two hundred specific job assignments, have
earned the right
States Marine.

to wear

the emblem

of a United

If you should be interested in travel, adventure, and
education with PAY, direct your footsteps to the Marine

Recruiting office conveniently located in the Post Office.
There a REAL Marine will be more than willing to
supply you with all the pertinent details of enlistment.
—Mary E. Nac te.

PETTICOAT

LANE

@ From the halls of St. Marys to the shores of
the Great Miami, U.D. students were quite aware that

the Quantico Marines had landed on October 21.
The comments of Cpl. Larry Ashman, assistant
publicity director of the Quantico Marines, proved
that chivalry is one of the many admirable qualities of
a leatherneck. When confronted with the $64 question,
regarding the Marine viewpoint of a female Marine,
Corporal Ashman graciously responded, “The Female

Reservists are the best looking and best dressed women
in service. They have become an integral part of the
‘fightenest’ outfit on earth.”
November,

1950

WHAT—THE SILVER WHISTLE
WHEN—November 24, 25, and 26
WHERE—Dayton Art Institute
PRESENTED BY—University of Dayton Players
DIRECTED BY—John I. McGrath
STARRING—Mary Jofreda and John Kelly
ADMISSION—$1.20
$3.75

for Single Tickets

for Season

Books

(Four

Tickets)

‘TICKETS—Available from all University Players or in
the Players’

Room

in The

Student

Union

Bldg.
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WINPUS NUIFURS
@ Shame on us . . . here we are
without so much as a poem to greet
you with. But on with the (ahem)
gossip.
Aha, we knew it! Our hilltop is
going Big Time! Did you see all
the wheels on hand for the fieldhouse dedication? and that a-laHollywood spotlight? and our own
little

coeds

Joan,

Mary

—

Toey,

Lou

—

Mary

Ellen,

looking

very

sharp as hostesses in the lobby?
Halloween’s long gone but must
mention that party the chorus
threw! Must have been quite a tertific affair . . . the hours wore on
and nobody would go home! Almy
Culp and Joe Hoelderle combined
their talents as an elephant .
.
(there were two of them, weren’t
there?) Paula Shay and Tom looked
cute but didn’t fool anyone as Raggedy Ann and Andy (at least ‘Tom
didn’t!).
Speaking of gridiron (which we always do, eventually) those Flyers of
ours have really been hot! You don’t
have to have a winning streak, boys,
when you give us thrills like we saw

in the Quantico, “X” and Carroll

games. Wouldn’t mind being in that
sophomore class with such terrific
players as Bobby Recker and Pat
Maloney, to cite a few, to be proud

of . .. and we're proud of the “old
dogs”, too.
Parties, parties, everywhere (and
such a lot to drink) . . . Weary athletes rested, some spirit committians
sang loud and long, and a few energetic souls danced to Dottie Dwenger’s records at the shindig she threw
after we met the Marines.—Some of
the twosomes spotted at Bill Hallerman’s get-together recently were
Barb and Erie, “Ise” and Gene
Mauch, and Jack Donovan and some

lovely creature . . . who is that fas-

his social life . . . that cute
blond didn’t seem to mind.

little

Sherman

peeling

Patty

like a banana

... just ask her to show you how.—
Noticed the dreamy look in Helen
Serber’s eyes? We wonder if Don
could have anything to do with it—
Been missin’ Betti Jennings at social
functions of late . . . seems that
since Dave Tate has transferred, Mi-

ami has her heart. From our reporter
down yonder, we hear she spends all
her week-ends there, now.

Dee McAnespie was_ perfectly
agreeable when a member of the
crowd she was with suggested that
they go to his house for a game of
pinochle. It was only 9 o’clock . . .
plenty of time to be home by mid-

night . . . When

she finally rolled

in in the wee hours:

“But, Mother,

how did I know he lived in Richmond, Indiana?”
PD. ADV.: Hear there’s going to
be a season-closer this year. Omega
is throwing a dance, The Foot-Ball,
over at the Rubicon on Nov. 18 after
the Marshall game. Hope to see you
all there.
Ah, Homecoming! As usual it was
a gala affair . . . Queen Pat Radican
was the pride of the Hangar and
Spirit Committee not to mention
the other admirers . . . among them,

cinating girl, Jack?—You practically

Bill Cutcher, her proud escort. Inci-

had to register at Rosie McAvoy’s

dentally, Bill, you really looked regal

convention

when

Dayton,

for

the

in

that

crown!—Frosh

attendant,

second time in one day, met “X”.—

Katy, and Ed Mulanovich made a

Doesn’t

very

look like Frannie

Quinn’s

injuries are interferring at all with
Page 24

nice

pair,

too.—Noticed

from

one floor to the

other, but 614 must have had some

Recently heard that Bill O’Neill
and Nate Newkirk made a trip to
B. G. . . . they must have had fun
.. . they certainly couldn’t eat in a
sorority house around here!—Picnics,
hayrides and houseparties have really been
booming.
Incidentally,
speaking of hayrides, it seems at a
recent one there was some trouble
in putting out a fire . . . maybe, just
maybe, Matt Hoeffler or Dick Eisenhauer could clue you.
SPECTACLE OF THE WEEK:

the rounds

Ed

Hoebich and Hank Radican making

strange fascination for them .. .
what, we'll never know! . . . People
from here, there and everywhere!—
Margie Mueller thrilled to see Jim
Romer again . . . can’t say that we
blame you, Margie —T'wo promising
frosh, Mary Theising and Jim Lorenz, were there paying their respects
to the alumni.—Emery Csizma, we
know, was sober as a judge, but who

can explain the chair that wasn’t
there when to sit on one he started
to? It’s plain to see that Jim Darcy
(our Cleveland lad) is still the same
joker as ever.—That’s what we like
about Homecoming . . . same old
people, same ole pranks and same
ole good times! Agree? Enuf said,
we'd say. See ya!

TO

DREAM

(Continued

AGAIN

from

tribe massacred
Horn?”
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Custer in the Big

“Huh, were we scared,” said Don.

The class laughed. “No that is not
the answer,” said Miss Clay.

Don thought for a moment, shook
his head and then said, “Would you
please repeat the question.”
“Never: mind,” said Miss Clay.
“Robert Williams what Indian tribe
massacred Custer in the Big Horn?”
“T don’t know, Miss Clay,” said
Bob, “but did I ever tell you about
the poker game we had in Big Horn
last summer?

There we were, Don,

Gene and I waiting for this car
coming up the hill.”
“What car coming up what hill?”
asked Miss Clay.
“And were we glad to see it was
an Ohio license plate,” said Bob. “It
was just two guys who drove up
there to camp like ourselves.”

“And

what has that got to do

with the Sioux Indians?” said Miss
Clay.

“The
“Weren’t

Sioux
they

Indians,”

said Bob.

the ones

who

mas-

sacred Custer in the Big Horn?”
The Exponent
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